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Chapter One

 
The music pounded madly, the sound so loud the base was a constant thumping against Chloe’s chest. She laughed as Hannah stumbled against a wall, but the two kept dancing, laughing at each other.

Chloe, her long auburn hair streaked with glimmers of red, had clad her lithe body in a dark green party dress which barely covered her pert bottom and plunged deep down the center of her chest to reveal a delicious amount of cleavage enhanced by her uplifting black lace French bra.
Blonde Hannah, her body more buxom, wore a pair of skintight white trousers to better display an astonishingly perfect bottom, and a tight band of blue across the bottom half of her ample chest, cupping and holding them while baring her midriff from the low slung white trousers to just below her proud young breasts. 

Both girls wore shoes with very high heels, but long hours of experience had them twirling and dancing gracefully.
They let their bodies come together, pillowing their breasts against each other mockingly, knowing it would excite and interest every male nearby, then kissed coyly before dancing apart again, laughing.
They worked together at the Bank of Scotland as clerks in the legal department. But this night, a bright, beautiful Friday in spring, they had been out partying and dancing and drinking and flirting with all the men who gathered round.
Of course, it never took long to get attention, to get the guys to come to them once they started dancing together. Hannah was soon dancing with a tall, bearded man whose hands kneaded her buttocks through the tight, thin trousers, while Chloe swayed and swung around a grinning bald headed guy with a broad chest. His eyes rarely left her chest, however, and while she found that amusing it didn’t really endear him to her – any more than his shaved skull did.
She and Hannah were soon back at their table, panting for breath while they sipped at their drinks.

“It’s getting late,” Chloe said, out of breath. “Mister beard no good?”
“I’m pretty sure he was married, the way he was acting,” Hannah said, both of them speaking loudly to be heard over the music. “What about your baldie?”
Chloe shook his head. “I think he hardly even looked me in the face.”
“Then don’t show off your tits so much!” Hannah laughed.
“Look who’s bloody talking!” Chloe snorted.
She reached over and slipped her fingers into the straining top of the bandeau and gave it a quick tug, pulling the material a little ways out and exposing a lot of breast. Hannah squealed and grabbed at her top as Chloe burst into laughter.
“Bitch! I don’t want to flash the whole club!” Hannah yelled.
“You do too! Slut!”
Hannah giggled drunkenly, tugging absently at the top to make sure it was still firmly in place.
A cocky young redhead popped up at the table, actually bowing to Hannah, sweeping his arm out dramatically – and drunkenly.
“May I have this dance, your beautyship?” he asked smoothly.
Well, it would have been smoothly if he hadn’t stumbled. 
She giggled and shrugged at Chloe, then gave him her hand and let him pull her into the swirling maze of frenetically dancing couples. The room was dark, loud, and crowded, with lights flashing frantically and often blindingly from the corners of the club.
She got up to go to the bar for another drink, then yelped as someone grabbed her wrist and yanked her into the confused flow of dancers. She caught herself quickly, though, and while a little irritated, started dancing with the guy, a very young man, an Arab, she realized a bit warily. She’d learned when barely into her teens that Arab men could be extremely crude and demanding, depending, she thought, on how long ago they’d parked their camels. The newer immigrants seemed to think every white woman was a whore who was basically theirs for the asking, and got very indignant and even outraged when they were turned down.
This one was cute enough, but he was way too young, barely old enough to have gotten into the club, she thought, and dressed in what she regarded as typical immigrant playboy style, a too flashy silk shirt open too far, with far too much gaudy bling, including large gold rings and gold chains. He was also skinny and short and she had a hard time not grinning at his presumption.
She was twenty-three, and not about to do anything with a boy who was probably barely eighteen, and could easily pass for sixteen. She danced with him to humor him, while her eyes scanned the dance floor for Hannah.
Unfortunately, the Arab boy, as she thought of him, wanted to dance more closely together, sliding his arm around her, trying to press their bodies together as he leered at her manfully.
She disengaged herself deftly, and swung around, but he was very fast and nimble, and before she knew it the little perve was behind her, trying to dirty dance – which was so out of style! – and grinding his pelvis into her ass. That was bad enough, but then his hands, which had immediately grabbed onto her hips, slid up, crossed her lower chest, and pushed into her dress through the open slit in front to cup her breasts in both hands.
And as he did, before she had even grasped hold of her outrage and pulled free, she heard his drunken, slurred voice in her ear saying, “Do you take it up the ass?”
She threw an elbow back into his ribs and he grunted and stumbled back.
“Get lost, you little perve,” she snapped, striding quickly away.
“Fucking whore!” he yelled in his high pitched voice.
She threw a finger over her shoulder and went back to her table, where, thankfully, Hannah had just sat down, panting for breath again.
“You wouldn’t believe this little – ,” Chloe started to say as she joined her.
But when she saw Hannah’s eyes go up behind her she turned to find that the Arab youth had actually followed her to the table.
He stood right next to her, so close his groin was inches from her face, and smirked humorlessly down at her. “I bet you love to suck cock,” he said. 
“It needs to be big enough to find first,” she snapped, pushing at him.
He grabbed her wrist, surprisingly strongly and roughly placed her hand against his groin, where she could feel his erection.
“Is that big enough for you, slut?”
“Hey, arsehole,” Hannah said.
She stood, leaning over the table, and flung her drink in his face.
He yelled and stumbled back with both of them laughing at him. Furious, he moved towards them but was gabbed by the scruff of the neck by one of the bouncers and dragged away, arms flailing, high pitched voice shouting.
“Now you’ve got a date, little man!” Chloe shouted after him.
“Who the fuck was that?” Hannah asked.
“Some little Arab perve,” she replied.
“We have to get going ourselves,” she said. “It’s getting late.”
But then another pair of men showed up and they were back on the dance floor again, swinging and twisting and bouncing in delight.
It was another two hours before they left, stumbling	down the street together, laughing and giggling, arm in arm, drunk and stoned at the same time, but delighted with themselves and their young lives. 

“Did you see that Black guy’s face when I said I could tell from his nose that he had a tiny prick?” Hannah giggled.
“He was a tiny prick,” Chloe said, setting them both off giggling and laughing again.
They stumbled up to their door and fumbled with the keys in the narrow stairwell, giggling and dropping them repeatedly. Hannah jostled Chloe’s arm so they dropped again, and they pushed and taunted each other before finally gathering them again and fumbling them into the lock.
Neither noticed the large man in the shadows of the hall behind them.
“I have to be up at bloody nine,” Chloe groaned. “I have to go shopping with Christine.”
They half fell inside, and started to push the door shut, but as Chloe reached for the light someone, someone large, came in and threw an arm around her, his gloved hand closing across her mouth and nose as he yanked her in against his body. Beside her, the same experienced had befallen Hannah, as both squealed in surprise and shock at being pulled in against a body whose chest was even with their heads.
The gloved hands across their lower faces smelled of some sickly sweet medicine or chemical, and in their sudden panic both girls inhaled deeply as their hearts began to pound and their pulses raced. They struggled wildly against the big man – for it had to be a man, their arms flailing in drunken fear as they tried to twist and pull free.
But it took seconds only before their already foggy brains began to further cloud over, and despite the adrenalin surging through their bodies their limbs began to lose strength and their minds slowly closed in until they sagged back against him, arms at their sides. They were held there for long seconds, until their eyes were entirely closed, and then allowed to sag down to their knees, and then slump back onto the floor.

 

***

 
“Chloe, would you please process these expense claims against the cost centers indicated,” Mr. Fields said, dropping them onto her desk.
“Yes, Mr. Fields,” Chloe said, gathering them up and inspecting them to see what dates and numbers they held.
Prioritizing them on that basis, she dropped them into her in-basket and returned to the email she was going through. That done, she rose and walked across the office to the photocopy machine. She wore a move print summer dress, light and pretty, the hem descending to a few inches of her knees. 
She placed the documents into the machine and it began humming and working, the light flashing, the multiple copies sliding out the far side. It was really quite hypnotic, and she watched its repetitive actions, blinking slowly, her mind fogging a bit, swaying a little on her feet.
She remained in a fog of confusion for some time, a time she could not catalogue or guess at. At some point she came to realize it was dark, but did not understand this. And then, slowly, the fog lifted, bit by bit, and she realized she could not move, that she was restrained. Not enough of her mind functioned to be more than confused at this – at first, and she pulled feebly against whatever was holding her in place to no avail.
Her mouth hurt, and so did her wrists, legs, and back. She was dizzy, and didn’t feel good. Her head ached, and she felt mildly nauseous.
The fog continued to lift, and now she could see glimmers and shapes, but not understand them. 
Her eyes hurt.
She pulled again at whatever was holding her, her mind finally turning to why and what. 
She understood that she was standing on her feet, her feet aching somewhat, her legs sore and stiff, her back even worse. There was movement in front of her, and then she smelt a horribly noxious substance that caused her to throw her head back and cry out in dazed dislike. Something caught at her hair and held her head in place, and then she smelt that awful thing again, held before her nose.
She choked and coughed and her hair was released. Again she saw motion, movement, but barely. The room was very, very dark.
Or… or was it? She could see a light bulb not far away in the darkness. But the bulb was very dim, far too dim. It wasn’t – wasn’t right. It reminded her of when she’d worn Alfred Martin’s sunglasses indoors, for they were so dark she was practically blind. Even the lights showed as little more than glows through the black glass.
She turned her head groggily, and saw another light, and then another on the other side. She could make out little more than the lights themselves, and tried again to move. She now realized that her wrists were held tight by something. Something was wrapped around each of them, holding them up and out to either side. Why, was beyond her at that point. Her ankles were also held tightly in place, and again she could not understand how or why.
But as her mind began to awaken she began to realize that she must have been bound somehow, by a person, and with that slowly dawning understanding came fear, then panic as she recalled the last events of the previous – was it the previous  - evening. She pulled more frantically now, her heart beating faster, her pulse racing.
This helped to clear many of the cobwebs from her mind, but did nothing to release her, and Chloe whimpered and moaned as her head jerked from side to side, trying to see who had bound her, and where they might be. Yet there was nothing. She could not free herself, despite trying with growing desperation over the following minutes, and finally sagged, whimpering, fighting back tears of terror.
Where was Hannah?! Had Hannah been taken, as well? She again turned to stare around her as best she could, and as she blinked her eyes she realized why her sight was so impaired. For it reminded her of when she’d tried tinted lenses to change the colour of her eyes. They’d had that same feel, though not quite as bad as this, and they’d very slightly tinted her view of the world, as well.
She had contact lenses of some sort in her eyes! Very, very dark ones! This roused her to further panic, and again she twisted and pulled against the bonds, some sort of leather, which was wrapped around her wrists and ankles.
There was something in her mouth, as well, something hard, but with a little give to it, a thing jammed into her mouth so that it held her jaws open, with straps digging into the sides of her mouth and going around behind her head.
She appeared to still be fully clothed, but that offered little reassurance. She was completely at the mercy of whatever madman had grabbed her, had waited for her and had – had taken her as easily as scooping up a kitten.
Why?!
The likelihood of why swooped and swirled around her mind as she tried but failed to ignore the patently obvious. Boys and men had been after her body since puberty, and that seemed by far the most likely motive for whatever man had taken her.
Well all right, then. Someone had kidnapped her to violate her. That was – all right. She could survive that. A number of her friends had been violated. They’d gotten over it. It was humiliating and frightening and sometimes painful, but then it was done and they were back at home wishing they could forget it.
And it was a demonstration of how frightened Chloe was that she was considering mere abuse as the best, most hopeful outcome of her situation.
Because none of her friends had been taken away – drugged and taken away, and then tied up, she thought, frightened. That sort of thing bespoke someone far worse than a casual rapist or drunken date.
She stiffened as she caught movement, and tried to stare at it. But the contacts seemed darkest in the center, and she lost sight of whomever it was after they passed between her and a light. Her heart pounded harder, and all her senses were attuned and straining for a sign of where and what.
And then a hand gripped a thick mass of her tangled hair behind her neck and yanked her head back sharply, painfully.
Chloe cried out in sudden fear more than pain, pulling frantically against the restraints even as the pull on her hair was eased. A large, rough hand stroked downward along the nape of her neck, then down over her shoulder and down her side. Her face reddened as it slid down to her bottom and she felt the hem of her dress lifted up to bare her thong-clad buttocks.
Whoever stood there appeared to be inspecting her for long seconds, and then they dropped her skirt. A moment later she felt hot breath on her right ear, then – a kiss, a kiss which became harder, teeth coming out, even as hands slid around her and up to her chest, cupping and squeezing and groping at her breasts. She cried out into whatever gag held her jaw apart, her muffled cries of pain ignored by her captor, who roughly groped and squeezed her breasts as he bit into the soft flesh of her throat and neck.
One hand slid down her chest, down her belly, squeezing and rubbing her between the legs. She tried to close her legs but could not, as the material of the dress was gathered up to expose her panties, and then his hand plunged down into the front of them. She could feel how warm and rough his fingers were against her sensitive, shaven sex as he rubbed and stroked her there.
His mouth eased back, and his hands dropped free, leaving her feeling bruised and sore. A moment later she felt his fingers at the zipper below her neck. It slid the zipper down her back slowly, as if taunting her, and then, when it reached the bottom, she was startled by a sudden violent pull on either side of the dress and a harsh tearing sound as he ripped it down the rest of its length.
Whimpering, panting, wild-eyed, Hannah felt the cool air against her back and buttocks as her dress hung apart from her arms. She waited, panting, heart racing, and then there was the metallic sound of scissors, and her dress dropped free completely, leaving her in thong and bra.
He moved around her and she saw him as a dark movement between her and the light. Then he was back into the shadow in front of her and Chloe stood still, panting, whimpering in fear, embarrassed, and frantic.
She didn’t see the movement as his hand lashed out, but she felt the hard slap of his hand against her cheek, and an instant later, the sharp, stinging pain and heat that followed as she was flung back against the bonds holding her. She would have fallen had she not been held up, and a moment later another crack of pain struck her other cheek, again throwing her violently back against the hold of the restraints, to be yanked remorselessly back by their firm grip.
Another hard slap to one side of her face, then another on the other side, coming out of the darkness without warning, each drawing a cry of pain and fear as her cheeks burned and her eyes filled with tears. Dazed and terrified, she stood half limp, panting, moaning, whimpering, almost crying. She realized she was drooling around the thing in her mouth as it trickled down onto her nearly bare chest.
And then he was against her, pressed against her from the front this time. A hand yanked her hair back harshly, and the shadowy figure moved in close biting into the exposed nape of her neck, growling like an animal, sucking and chewing and licking wildly as another hand came down to squeeze and grope her buttocks.
Her hair was released, and both hands were on her bottom now, big fingers digging into the soft flesh, kneading and squeezing as he chewed his way along the side of her throat and shoulder.
He pulled back, his hands coming free, and then her bra cups were yanked down below her breasts, exposing them, squeezing in against them from the bottom and sides. She stood, swaying, panting, moaning, waiting.
Nothing.
She tried to see him, but could not tell, really, if he was still standing before her or not!?
And then a big hand squeezed her left breast hard, and a moment later his mouth was over the center, teeth digging painfully into her warm flesh as he sucked wildly, voraciously, his tongue whipping back and forth across her rapidly hardening nipple.
He switched to the other breast, sucking and chewing on the surrounding flesh, licking, his tongue large, wet, lapping and swirling. 
And then he delicately caught the now hard nipple in his teeth, and bit.
Hard.
Chloe screamed in pain, twisting and tearing at the restraints as his teeth crushed her sensitive nipple and ground it between them. But a moment later he caught at her other breast, and did the same, biting at her nipple, hard, harder, as she screamed and twisted and pulled desperately at the restraints.
Finally he released her breasts, but a moment later another hard slap to the face flung her backwards and left her reeling and dazed and sobbing
And then there was nothing. Seconds passed as she stood frantic, terrified, sobbing. A minute passed. 
Then she felt his fingers on her breast, squeezing into the flesh just behind her areolas, pinching on it. A moment later she screamed again as her nipple burned, as it was crushed, not by teeth but – by something – something metallic perhaps. It was crushed, and when he released her breast it was still crushed, and she felt a weight hanging from her nipple.
An instant later her other nipple exploded in pain, and she twisted, arching her back, throwing herself against the restraints, sobbing in growing hysteria now as something hung from her nipples, pulling on them as they burned.
A fist slammed into her belly.
She felt stomach acid in her mouth and gurgled dazedly. She would have folded over except for the restraints. The fist drove the air from her lungs and she couldn’t breath. She gurgled and gasped and struggled frantically to draw a few short, ragged breaths.
And then another slap to the face threw her back against the restraints.
And then she was alone, or seemed to be, for as she finally got some control of her breathing and looked wildly around for her tormentor, she saw no sign, no shadows, heard nothing. Minutes passed, and she stood uncertainly, fearfully, the bra digging into the undersides of her breasts, her nipples still aching as some kind of harsh jaws clamped down on them and pulled downward.
 

***

 
Hannah trembled in fear as she heard the sound of a door close. Her head jerked and twisted, but she could see nothing through the dark tinted lenses filling her eyes. She wanted to beg him, to offer up her body, her cooperation, anything. She was terrified, and wanted to show him that he didn’t need to tie her, didn’t need to hurt her. She would do anything he wanted. Anything!
But the gag filling her mouth made it impossible to speak, and the dark tinted lenses even robbed her of any mute appeal staring at him might have made.
She was kneeling, her back against some kind of post. The vertical post was about shoulder high to her, and a horizontal post was attached to the top. Her arms were bound to that horizontal post, out to either side. He had torn off her top, and as she had no bra beneath her breasts were bare.  But her trousers were still on.
She sensed motion, and cringed away, fearing another slap to the face, but instead her hair was yanked back across the top of the post, and her back made to arch painfully. His other hand fondled her breasts, as he had done before, groping and squeezing them, pinching and cruelly twisting her large nipples, plucking and pinching at them as she cried out in pain.
And then his big hand slid slowly down her taut chest and belly, rubbing, stroking at her exquisitely soft skin. His fingers moved over the belt at her waist, then down to cup her crotch before rising. Her hair was released, and then she felt his hands at the belt. He undid the buckle of the thin leather belt and popped the catch of her trousers. He slid the zipper slowly down, and then his big hand plunged into her trousers, into her panties, fingering and stroking at her bald little pussy, finger rubbing harshly along the top of her sex, as if searching for her clitoris.
He began to lick and chew at her nipples and breasts as his fingers tried to force up into the mouth of her sex. His other hand abandoned her hair, slid down her back and down into the rear of her loosened trousers, fondling and groping her bare buttocks as his mouth moved from one breast to the other and back again.
The hands came free, and gripped the sides of her trousers, then yanked them down to her knees. They stayed there a moment, bunched up around her knees, then they were pulled harshly back, her knees lifted from the floor as the trousers were yanked back off her legs. One shoe went flying as the trousers disappeared.
She felt his big hands on her ankles, pulling them back behind the post on either side, then lifting them up sharply, forcing her heels back against the sides of the post. She felt a pull, then, on the leather strap which ran from the gag in her mouth – digging into the sides of her mouth – and around her head. It pulled back and forced her head back – further and further, until she was looking up at the ceiling, and a tiny, fuzzy glow of some kind of light. She felt the leather around her ankles lifted up hard, as her head was forced even further back.
And then his hands released, and she realized that somehow he had attached the restraints around her ankles to the gag, for her head was held back almost upside down even as she was balanced precariously on her knees.
Her bare knees rapidly began to hurt, and then to hurt more. They had already been aching, of course, but being on her knees – and feet, was not nearly as bad as being on the knees themselves, the bone jammed against the bare floor with no support or padding whatever.
She whimpered and moaned as she felt his fingers working at the gag in front. She felt the thick thing in her mouth being slowly pulled, twisted free. And yet even when it came free her mouth was still held wide, the leather still digging into the sides of her cheeks holding some kind of metal – thing in her mouth, like a ring jammed in between her jaws.
She tried to talk, gurgling, begging, but in a moment the ring was filled as he thrust something else into her mouth. 
Hannah recognized it at once, having tasted that taste many times in the past. His cock slid slowly through the ring, barely able to fit through, pushing hard to jam against the roof of her mouth. And then she choked and gagged as it plunged into her throat and slid firmly and smoothly down inside.
Hannah’s head shook and trembled, her entire body writhing and twisting and thrashing against the restraints pinning her in place. The feel of his fat cock being forced down her throat filled her with panic and terror as it blocked her breathing. Her stomach flipped and twisted, but there didn’t seem to be anything in it to try to come up. She felt the long, thick length of him sliding deep into her throat, and even past it, into her very chest as his balls pressed against her eyes and nose.
He jammed himself into her to the hilt, his hairy thighs pressing against the sides of her ears as he reached down to squeeze and fondle her breasts and pinch and pluck at her nipples.
Hannah’s head throbbed and ached, her chest burning, her eyes bulging as her oxygen ran out. She arched and bucked against the restraints in helpless spasms of violent panic as he continued to grind her face into his crotch. Then, when it seemed he had finally relented, and she felt the new discomfort of his fat cock sliding back upwards out of her throat he crushed her hopes by thrusting himself back home once again.
She screamed soundlessly, as her head pounded, as the world began to swim around her. And then suddenly his cock pulled up, up, up further, and out of her throat with an almost audible popping noise as she gagged and choked and coughed violently, desperately gulping in air as she felt her own saliva spilling out around her nose and cheeks.
She heard a sound she scarcely paid any attention to as she continued to draw deep, desperate, ragged breaths of air: the sound of her belt buckle as he pulled the belt free of the loops of her trousers.
Then she cried out in sudden pain, awful pain, as something cut into her breasts, something struck them hard and laid a line of fire across them. She screamed in shock, gasping and gagging in disbelief as the belt lashed down to cut across her straining breasts a second time.
“Please!” she screamed, or tried to, through the ring holding her jaw open. “Please! Please!”
The belt lashed her right breast, slicing into it like a hot knife, forcing another scream from her lungs. It lashed her left breast, then both breasts as Hannah screamed and sobbed and twisted and bucked against the post, howling and begging as the belt cut across her breasts again and again and again.
And then when it stopped, her choked sobs were muffled once more by his cock plunging into her mouth and straight down her throat. This time he only kept himself fully inside for a moment, just long enough to grind her face up into his groin. Then he began to fuck her face, his cock pumping in and out in harsh, savage thrusts that made her gag and choke again and spit saliva out to trickle down along her eyes and cheeks and nose.
He doubled up the belt and began to lash her breasts again, the belt cracking down again and again and again as he fucked her throat, and Hannah’s mind twisted and spun in the grip of agony, terror and nightmare.









Chapter Two

 
Chloe stood weakly, tiredly in place. She was cold, and her back ached stiffly. Her legs did too. Her jaw ached and her eyes ached – every part of her ached. She had sobbed quietly, miserably to herself for a while, but then – nothing. For what felt like an hour she had simply stood there in place, staring blankly at nothing, lost to hopelessness, terror and despair.
She jerked her head up at a sound – a possible sound, as she had done several times, many times since he had left her, her heart skipping a beat in fear that he might have returned. She prayed for rescue, for someone to come and set her free of this nightmare, and then wished he would get it over with, violate her and have done with, and then, hopefully, let her go.
Yes, movement, for certain, and a shadow before her. She flushed again, her arm muscles tightening as she pulled against the restraints. He moved before her and then his hands were on her breasts, kneading and fondling them. A sudden harsh tear and he tore through her bra. Hannah cried out into the gag, having more than a little idea how much strength was needed to do that.
The snip of scissors followed, and her bra was gone, leaving her with just her thong, a faint scrap of fabric she knew could not last much longer. Then she cried out in pain as she felt the pull against her nipples. He had clipped some kind of chain to them, for it had hung there since he had left, the weight, ever present. Now he pulled on that chain, forcing her chest forward, drawing her up onto the balls of her feet as she cried out in pain.
He let it drop, and a moment later slapped her face, throwing her back against the restraints. And then her thong was gone, torn from her hips as though made of tissue, and she was naked before him, gasping and whimpering in pain as the side of her face burned. She was surprised she didn’t feel more embarrassment at that, but only slightly. Terror filled her mind and allowed for very little else.
He pawed and fondled her, his big hands moving over her body, against her pussy, over her soft breasts and buttocks. And then he moved away for a time, leaving her standing there, moaning in fear. When he came back she felt his finger pressing into her sex, and felt, for the first time, a slippery goo on it, cold and slick as he forced his finger up inside her and pumped it in and out. His finger was quite thick, and quite long, and Chloe moaned, her hips drawing back as though to pull free, but locked in place by the restraints on her limbs.
He drew his finger back, then another joined it, forced up inside her reluctant sex, aching, hurting her as they moved in and out, despite the slick lubricant he was using.
Then his finger was against her rosebud, her anal opening, and her eyes went wide as she gasped into the gag. His finger rubbed at her opening, slick and slippery, and then pushed into her, fighting her sphincter muscle, forcing its way through, ignoring her whimpers of pain, then her gasps and moans as the pain grew worse.
Disgust and humiliation rose up, now, despite the terror, as his finger, then a second, moved up and down in her bottom. They drew back, and then she felt something else there, something too cool to be his cock. She moaned as the rounded surface – it felt like latex of some kind, pushed insistently against her opening, twisting and jamming against her until it forced its way through.
Some kind of – of dildo, she thought despairingly, as it pushed up and pulled back, pushed up, and twisted around. She moaned and gasped as he forced it higher – and then still higher. It was thick and long and it hurt.
He stopped pushing, leaving it in place, and now she felt a similar something against her pussy. She wondered if he were one of those sick perverts who hated women because he couldn’t get an erection.
He worked the dildo, for that was what she assumed it was from the feel, up and down in her pussy, then she felt his hand on the other, twisting it, pulling, then thrusting up harder so that she cried out in pain and her hips bucked forward.
She could do nothing as he worked both of them deeper, making her ache and burn inside. Cramps rippled through her abdomen as the one in her backside was forced up higher and harder, and now it really hurt and she cried out again and again as it was rammed up into the deepest part of her bottom. The other one was being jammed against her very cervix, and she sobbed and begged and twisted as the pain mounted, as the two dildos were used as instruments of torture, impaling her, punching her in the deep belly, jamming and twisting and thrusting in and out as she was wracked with pain.
Finally, with the two of them lodged deep within her, he released them. For a few moments she stood, trembling, moaning, alone, though she knew he was out there, knew more was to come.
Then he was back, for she felt his touch at the dildo in her pussy. He pushed and pulled, then tugged it free. But then a moment later she felt it jammed up against the mouth of her sex again – no – no it was – colder – and - .
It was bigger!
She moaned as she felt the new dildo, much thicker than the first had been, jammed against the opening to her body. She felt him twisting it back and forth, jamming harder, slowly forcing apart the tight, aching lips of her sex as he sought to push the fat dildo up into her body. She sobbed in fear and pain as her opening was stretched wider – and then wider still, wider than it had ever gone, and finally the thing pushed into her body, slid, scraping against the slick, oily walls of her pussy, pushing slowly up into her, inch by inch until, like the first one, it was lodged painfully hard against her cervix.
Yet this one was almost twice as thick, and Chloe felt the entire long length of her sex tunnel straining around it as it lay heavily within her.
She grunted as he slapped at the base of the other one, the one sticking out of her bottom. She sensed he was behind her, and her heart pounded as she waited for him to replace the one in her bottom with a thicker one as well.
Instead she heard a sort of tearing sound, again and again, and after a moment, identified it as something thin being swung through the air. A moment later that something cut across her bottom and she screamed in pain, her hips bucking forward.
She sobbed miserably around the gag in her mouth, waiting for the next blow. And then it came, but from something else, something heavier, something more painful that cut across her back just below her shoulders with such force that the scream of pain it forced from her lungs left her afterwards breathless – save for the new strength of her sobbing.
And then, for the first time, she heard his voice.
“Which do you prefer?” it said.
It was a deep, masculine voice, but purring and evil, and it was deeply accented, Caribbean, she thought, Jamaican perhaps.
“Which do you prefer?” it asked again. “This?”
She felt the sudden scorching sting across her bottom again, and cried out in pain.
“Or this?”
Now she felt the heavy, slicing blow that cut diagonally across her shoulder blades, and screamed in near panic at the intensity of the pain, thrashing frantically against the restraints.
“Which do you prefer?” the voice purred.
Large hands seized her hips and yanked her back, forcing her bottom up and out so that she was on the balls of her feet.
“Hold your bottom in position, or you shall get the whip across the back instead,” he said. “Hold your bottom in position if you prefer the crop.”
The pain in her bottom was hot and aching, but the blows across her back were far worse, the pain more jagged, cutting deeper. Sobbing, Chloe tried to keep her bottom up and pushed out, standing on the balls of her feet.
She screamed and sobbed as the next blow cut into her buttocks, throwing her hips violently forward as the heat and pain burned at her flesh.
“Keep yourself in position or you will get the other,” he growled impatiently.
Chloe somehow forced herself back onto the balls of her feet, pushing her bottom up and out for the next blow. It struck, and she bit into the gag, sobbing. 
Another blow followed, and another, and another, at a slow, measured pace. He was using something harder than a strap, but not completely hard, not like, say, a cane. At least she didn’t think so. But it stung fiercely as it cracked across her buttocks. Her bottom was hot and aching and the pain was clawing at her mind, yet she knew it was better than the alternative, and somehow, sobbing and wailing in pain, she kept her bottom pushed up and out as he whipped her there.
Several times he paused and gripped the dildo punching it in and out of her anus, twisting it around inside her, making her cry out in pain as it drove deep into her belly with cruel force.
And then, finally, he pulled the dildo completely free. A moment later she knew his own cock was almost as big as the dildo in her pussy as he slowly forced it up into her ass. Yet as much as despair threatened to overwhelm her, she felt an almost gibbering relief, for the pain in her buttocks had become almost too much to stand, and now he could not whip her bottom anymore, not standing so close.
The pain as he slowly forced his very thick cock up into her bottom was dull and aching and easily preferred. And it was more than halfway up inside her, almost two thirds, really, before the pain subsided enough for shame and humiliation to ooze up out of the terrified depths of her mind.
She sobbed miserably, keeping up on the balls of her feet as he forced his cock up higher, as cramps rippled through her insides and his hands pawed at her chest, tugged at the chain dangling from her nipples, and then began to pull and twist at the big dildo sticking out of her pussy.
He crushed her soft breasts in his big, powerful hands as he forced his cock into her, then began to pull back. He pushed in, and pulled back, and she shuddered as he sodomised her, humiliation, disgust and terror swirling around inside her as he used her body crudely and violently. His thrusts became harsher, the head of his cock jamming into the deepest pit of her bottom as he seemed determined to bury every last inch inside her.
And then he did.
It ached terribly, but that did not appear to matter to him as his hips began to batter away at her burning, reddened buttocks. He paused only once, to yank back on her hair cruelly, his breath against her ear.
“Which do you prefer?” he growled, twisting her hair back painfully. “Which?”
Sobbing, she forced her bottom up and out, ignoring the burning pain in her ankles as she rose once again onto the balls of her feet and holding her bottom out for him to fuck.
He resumed thrusting, his big log of a cock ramming up into her again and again. He stood back, hardly touching her now except to grip her hair and yank it back. He yanked on it with every thrust, cock skewering her, impaling her, again and again and again as his hips beat a bruising tattoo against her bottom.
She felt raw and bruised inside. She had never been one for anal sex, and the very few times she’d allowed it she’d been drunk and the boy had gone slow and careful. It had been nothing like this cruel, violent anal abuse. And yet she had to stand still, legs apart, on the balls of her feet, pushing herself back invitingly to allow her cruel rapist to ram himself up into her.
He stopped, holding himself still, his cock deep inside her, giving her cramps. She felt his hands behind her neck, undoing a strap there, and then he worked the ball gag out of her mouth. Her jaw hurt horribly as the pressure was finally released and it was able to move, and she cried out in pain as his hands groped and kneaded her breasts.
She cried out as he pulled back on her hair, and she felt the other hand come up from her breasts, fingers circling her throat, squeezing it.
“Tell me you love it,” he ordered, his voice a harsh rasp. “Tell me you love it, white girl.”
“I-I l-love it!” she gurgled.
The hand dropped free of her throat.
“Raise your hips, slut! Push your bottom back more!”
Chloe obeyed, coughing from the pain his fingers had left.
“Beg for it, white girl. Beg for my black cock. Beg me to fuck your arse!”
He slapped at her breast and Chloe cried out in pain.
“Beg!” he shouted.
“P-Please!” she gasped dazedly. 
“Beg!” he ordered, slapping her breast again.
“Please! Please stop!”
She screamed as he yanked her hair so hard her head was almost upside down.
“Please stop? You’d rather I whipped you then fucked your white ass?”
“No! Please!” she sobbed.	
“Then beg me, you miserable little white whore!”
“Please fuck my ass!”
“Louder!” he shouted, twisting her hair.
“Please fuck my ass!”
She cried out in pain as his hips drew back and then he rammed himself up into her.
“Again!”
“Please fuck my ass!”
“Say, please fuck my white ass!”
“Please fuck my white ass!” she cried, panicked.
“Say please fuck my dirty white ass!” he demanded.
“Please fuck my dirty white ass!” she cried.
“Please fuck my dirty white ass with your beautiful black cock!” he shouted, pinching her nipple painfully, digging his nails into it until she sobbed in pain.
“Please fuck my dirty white ass with your beautiful black cock!” she sobbed.
He drew back and thrust into her again – and again – and again, moving faster and harder, hammering his hips up into her upraised bottom as he used his cock like a weapon, spearing it up into her tight bottom so that Chloe sobbed and cried out again and again.









Chapter Three

 
Hannah woke slowly, eyes blinking lazily in the warm comfort of her bed. She groaned and rolled over onto her side, pressing her wrists up against the soft fullness of her breasts, squeezing them against her as the warmth of the bed beckoned her to remain.
A hand slid downward along her body, her hand cupping her sex. She rubbed lightly at her clit, feeling the soft pleasure begin to thrum there, the pulse increasing as she rubbed a little faster.
As always, she slept nude. She rolled onto her back, raising her knees, letting them fall apart as she rubbed faster at her clit, the sexual hunger and excitement growing, the pleasure spreading as she was drawn altogether out of her muzzy fog of sleep. 
Her breathing grew more ragged and she groaned softly, then with more emotion, her hips bucking and jerking up against her fingers as the jolting sensations of pleasure became even more powerful. Her other hand squeezed and kneaded her breasts as her head rolled from side to side on the pillow. She gasped and moaned, the hot sexual heat growing more intense, until her entire body thrummed with it.
Hannah woke with a start, gasping, shocked suddenly, at first, filled with confusion, then with a sudden shock and fear as her memory clicked in. She had slept, or more precisely, lost consciousness due to exhaustion. She gasped weakly for air, struggling to draw breath through the rope around her throat.
She lay on her side on the floor, her wrists bound tightly and cruelly behind her to her ankles, her back bowed sharply and painfully. Her arched back forced her breasts out tautly, the nipples, newly pierced with heavy steel rings, erect and throbbing with pain. She was achingly full inside from the two large dildos he had shoved up into her, and the pressure from within against her clit made it much more sensitive to the vibrator now being played gently back and forth across it.
It shocked her to realize she, or at least, her body, was sexually aroused. But it was almost a fleeting thought, for the more shocking understanding which struck her was vision: she could see!
And she could see where she was now, and could see her tormentor squatting beside her, a wide, cruel leer on his face. He was a large Black man, middle aged, fat, but not overly so, pudgy looking, with a receding hairline. Hannah gurgled around the thick gag still holding her jaw wide, her eyes blinking up at him as he smirked back. 
Her hips were grinding and bucking against the vibrator, and she forced them to stop, whimpering, though her fear was somewhat allayed by the sight of the man holding her prisoner.
“Are you going to come for me, white girl?” he whispered in a harsh voice. “Come for me, baby. Go ahead. Let me see you come. I’ll be very unhappy if you don’t come.”
Fear rolled over her and Hannah felt the sexual excitement lose its hold. But his narrowed eyes made her mind spin and jerk and she forced her hips to buck forward against the vibrator in hopes it would please him. It shamed her, but fear was more important than pride to the blonde girl just then, and despite the man’s ordinary appearance the pain he had forced on her spoke of a cruelty that was terrifying.
He reached a large, pudgy hand for her face, and she flinched, trying to twist aside. His hand went to her gag, and she moaned, eyes crossing as she looked down to see him pull a fat, cock-shaped latex plug from the ring holding her jaw wide. She gasped as it left her mouth, though she could still not speak with her mouth held wide.
Then he unzipped his pants, and she moaned as she saw him fist a large, semi-flaccid cock. He pumped it as he rubbed the vibrator over her clit, then shifted upwards and rubbed it against her face.
“You like that, white girl? You blonde bitches all love nigger cock, don’t you?” he said with a sneer.
His cock was hard and he slid it through the ring into her mouth. 
Hannah moaned as it rolled across her tongue and the head jammed into the roof of her mouth. He didn’t ask her to suck, didn’t ask her to do anything. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and thrust into her throat, laughing softly as she choked and gagged, forcing his cock all the way down her throat to the balls.
“Swallow my cock, you dirty little white whore,” he said, sneering. “Swallow that black meat, bitch. You like the taste? You like having your throat fucked by nigger cock?”
He ground himself into her face, crushing her nose, then, using her hair as a handle, jerked her in and out as he worked his hips in time, raping her throat, fucking her face, making her gag and choke repeatedly.
He put the vibrator down and plucked at the nipple rings, pulling them hard, making her nipples strain and burn as she cried out in pain around the thick black cock pumping in and out of her mouth.
Then his free hand went behind her, to where the big dildo protruded from her bottom. He seized the base, twisting and pushing on it, jamming it in so that her insides exploded with pain. He laughed as she jerked and twisted, thrusting harder and faster into her mouth and throat.
The world began to go foggy on Hannah, her chest burning, her head threatening to explode. As her oxygen ran out her vision blurred, and the world spun around her, and then everything fell away to blackness once again.
 

***

 
One crazy man was frightening, two was terrifying, three – Chloe had no idea of what was going on with three. She didn’t understand, was bewildered why they would treat her so cruelly.
She had been bound to a wooden post, her wrists drawn up and back behind the post and bound tightly in place. Then her ankles had been lifted up and back, as well, her ankles bound to the post up behind her buttocks. This left her leaning forward at a sharp angle, her arms extended up and back behind her to hold her from  leaning further. Her groin was jammed against the wood – and the two thick dildos they had stuffed into her would simply not fit all the way inside. So their bases were jammed against the wood, the noses pushing and grinding painfully against her insides.
The three men were laughing derisively at her as saliva poured down her chin. They were taking turns raping her mouth and throat, each of them gripping her hair and thrusting his big cock deep into her throat, grinding her nose against his pubic bone, pumping in and out in several long, deep, cruel strokes before pulling out and letting the next man take his place.
Chloe was light-headed, for she had been robbed of oxygen again and again. Her jaw was slack, and her head pounded. Her chest was hot, and her breasts ached form the bruising, cruel groping and slapping. Her nipples had been pierced and the rings were hung with weights which pulled painfully downward, swinging each time they jerked her about.
“Beg, slut,” the said again. “Beg.”
“P-please feed me some n-nigger cock,” she panted, her words slurred, her eyes dull.
She gasped in pain as her face was slapped.
“Louder, whore!”
“Please feed me some - .”
Crack! Her face was slapped again. “Louder whore!”
“Please feed me some nigger cock!” she gasped.
Her hair was jerked back and a thick cock was rammed down her throat, gagging and choking her. Her nose ached as it was jammed painfully against his pubic bone again, and then he pumped violently in and out as she choked and gurgled helplessly.
He pulled out and saliva flooded over her lower lip.
Her face was slapped.	
“Beg, whore.”
“P-Please feed me some nigger cock,” she mumbled.
Her face was slapped again, then her hair yanked back and another cock was rammed down her throat, pumping in and out hard, fast, a half dozen times, choking and gagging her before coming free.
They laughed derisively and took turns raping her throat, slapping at her face and breasts, cursing her and calling her names. Her body jerked and ground against the thick dildos they had jammed into her, and she sobbed in agony as her insides were spiked and punched and ground against their noses. One of them gripped her thick brown hair and pulled her forward and upwards, pulling her groin away from the post. Then he let her drop and she slammed back against it, screaming as the dildos were spiked into her again.
The others laughed coarsely, and another pulled her out, then let her fall back, then the third did, each time laughing as she cried out in pain.
Her face was slapped, first the left side, then the right, then the left, then the right.
“Whore! Suck cock, whore! Suck nigger cock!”
Her hair was yanked back and a cock rammed into her throat, pumping violently until her eyes rolled back and she began to black out. Then it pulled free and her face was slapped repeatedly.
“Wake up, slut. You still got a lot of black cock to suck.”
 

***

 
His name was Albert Gomez. He was forty seven, and recently divorced. He was a large man, but developing a middle-aged paunch from lack of exercise. He had worked for the borough of Croydon Council Services for eighteen years, interviewing people in need of job retraining and then recommending or not recommending them for further services.
Albert was a deeply unhappy man. He had never been married, and for some reason, never been able to even keep a girlfriend. For that he resented women, deeply. He particularly resented white women, especially the young, beautiful ones who walked about like princesses and who wouldn’t deign to give him the time of day.
Albert had tried for the past several years to bring to fruition his dream about luring a beautiful young white woman into his bed. However, being a paunchy, middle-aged black man with a receding hairline, and nothing particular in the way of charm to recommend him, his efforts had proved fruitless. Albert had grown more and more resentful because of this, deciding that it was racism on the part of white women, despising them for dating all manner of trash instead of a good man and hard worker who could provide for them like he could.
He wasn’t quite sure when his sexual fantasies about young white women had turned violent. Perhaps they had always been. They were the unattainable focus of the media’s obsession with young, beauty and sexuality. And so he had perhaps known he would never be able to have one. His fantasies had often revolved around having them kneeling before him, as if he were a master and they the slave, but then they had become more cruel, so that the girls were now tightly bound, fearful of him, beaten and obedient.
Fucking stupid little white bitches! Whores! There wasn’t one of them wasn’t bending over and taking it hard from some ignorant, hairy, greasy faced punk who couldn’t even hope for as good a job as Albert had. Racist bitches! Someone ought to give them just what they deserved, and teach them some bloody respect!
Devon Parks was his co-worker at the council, and the two had lunch together every day. Lunch was supposed to be 30 minutes, but it generally took an hour, sometimes an hour and a half before they made it back to their desks and started on work again. 
It was good to work for the government.
Their long lunches gave ample opportunity to chat, and it emerged that Devon had the same sort of obsession with beautiful white girls as Albert did.
No surprise, really, given the media focus on them, given how every men’s magazine, every newspaper, every television show and movie was filled with images of their lithe, barely clad young bodies posed alluringly to excite the interest of any man who happened to catch a casual view. The two had exchanged sexual fantasies about what they’d like to do to some lovely young white thing for quite a while, and perhaps nothing would have come of it had it not been for Emmanuel Muqhtar.
Albert lived in a terraced home, and Emmanuel lived in the unit next door. He worked as a superintendent for a small apartment building not far from the terrace homes where Albert and he lived. He began to join the other two black men for lunch one day, though not being a civil servant his could only last 30 minutes. And when fantasies of young white girls came up he had to mention his.
There were these two girls who lived in one of the flats in his building, he said, and he went on to describe them; beautiful, gorgeous, lithe, nubile, full breasts, firm bottoms, creamy skin, one blonde, one brunette. They partied every night and stumbled home drunk, sometimes accompanied by men. And Emmanuel leered when he speculated about what went on inside the flat after that.
What would it be like to have those two white girls, to have them any way they wanted, to use them and have them doing anything the men wanted? What a glorious time they would have! 
Albert wasn’t quite sure when such fantasies began to come together as a decision to actually do something. Oh they talked about how easy it would be to just barge in and do the bitches, but that was still in the nature of fantasy. But at some point, Albert had gotten it into his head that they really could do it, and face little danger. Emmanuel had the key. They could grab them when they were drunk and just – well, take them somewhere quiet, and do what they wanted to them.
Anything they wanted. Anything at all.
But more than that, as they talked, still speculating, still making sly suggestions that they didn’t really intend to ever implement, Albert knew that it made no sense to go through the most dangerous phase of such a stunt – grabbing the girls – only to let them go again afterwards. Why take such danger for one hurried fuck? Why not hold the girls around for a while so you could enjoy their soft bodies?
And didn’t he have a big empty basement which had a busy street on one side, and Emmanuel’s basement on the other? What better place to put the bitches?
It was an insane idea, of course, but the more they talked about it, the less insane it seemed, and the more possible. The more possible it was, the more excited they became.
“They’ll be like our little fuck pets,” he said to the others with a leer. “We’ll make them crawl around our ankles and swallow our dicks every day.”
The others laughed and snickered at the thought, but no one thought it would ever happen.
And then, one day, a man came to Emmanuel while he stood in the lobby of the building staring at the two with dark lust in his eyes.
 

***

 
Now that Chloe could see, she discovered she was in a basement rec room, compete with plywood walls stained and cut to look like oak boards, a pool table, and a corner bar. It was a room which belonged in the home of a moderately successful salesman or midlevel government worker. The furniture was modest, the floor covered in cheap tile, with a throw rug here and there. On one side was an old sofa and chair which had clearly seen better days elsewhere.
She was handcuffed to an exposed pipe in one corner, nude and gagged, her eyes rolling around her in panic, at first. Then, as her fear eased, trying to find a way out, trying to see how she could pull her wrists away from the pipe, or perhaps pull them free of the handcuffs.
And then the sound of a bolt being shot came from up the stairs, and her heart skipped a beat. She crouched low in the corner, eyes widening as legs appeared, then hips, then the full body. She stared at the man as he looked at her casually, and whimpered as he came closer and she felt the shame of her nudity as his eyes skimmed over her.
It was a Black man, a very large one, with a long face and short cut hair. He looked older, in his forties, and was wearing jeans and a dark blue t-shirt.
Wordlessly, he produced a key and unlocked her handcuffs. Chloe jerked her hands away, scuttling back on her feet and bottom as he watched her, unmoving.
“You can take the gag out of your mouth,” he said, going back to sit on the sofa.
Chloe stared at him, trying to cover as much of her body as she could with her knees and arms. She reached up tentatively and felt along the sides of the gag, then followed the strap behind her neck and undid it. She gently worked the gag out of her mouth, gasping and moaning at the pain to her jaw as it was freed.
“Come here,” he ordered.
Chloe ignored him, working her jaw, rubbing and squeezing it with her hands.
“If I have to ask you again I’m going to punish you,” he said.
The words galvanized her to action, and Chloe hesitatingly got to her feet, still trying to hide as much of her nudity as she could with her hands and arms as she slowly, fearfully moved closer. Her face flamed as she came closer and he eyed her body. It was true she had been naked in front of him already but somehow it was worse now that she could see him.
Her eyes flitted past him to the stairs as she slowly shuffled forward.
“Come closer,” he barked.
Frightened, she moved closer, moved until she stood before him, trembling.
“Put your hands behind your neck,” he ordered.
Her face burned with fear, but Chloe was too frightened to refuse. She drew her arms away from where they’d been trying to cover her, and put her hands together behind her neck.
“Straighten up. Arch your back. Spread your legs apart,” he ordered.
Again the words hit her pride like hammer blows, and her face flamed, but Chloe obeyed, her face flaming.
“Very nice body, white girl,” he said with a smirk.
“Please let me go!” she whimpered.
“You will not speak again or you will be punished. You will speak only when I tell you to, and then you will say yes sir and no sir. Do you understand me, slut?” he demanded harshly.
“Y-Yes, sir!”
“Stupid little cunt,” he said derisively. “Did you think I was just going to let you go because you whimpered and begged me to? I’m a long way from being done with your tight little body, honey.”
He leaned forward and reached a long arm out to run his fingers along her slit. Chloe flinched and jerked back.
“Did I fucking tell you to move away!?” he demanded angrily.
“I-I’m sorry!” she gulped, moving forward again.
His fingers stroked along her slit, then reached behind to squeeze her buttocks.
“Turn around, slut,” he said casually.
Chloe obeyed again, heart thumping, pulse racing as his fingers continued to knead her buttocks.
“Bend over and grab your ankles,” he said.
She froze, and he slapped her bottom stingingly. “Do what you’re fucking told!” he shouted.
Frightened, Chloe bent and grabbed her ankles, and felt a wave of humiliation as he chuckled and ran his fingers over her pussy.
“I think you need a good, solid fucking,” he said.
Chloe straightened and ran for the stairs, then pounded up them to the top. He didn’t follow, and when she reached the top she found a door there, locked. She pounded on it desperately.
“Please! Help! Let me out! Help! Help!” she screamed.
He waited below, and only when she had exhausted herself pounding and screaming and went silent did he speak.
“Now get your little white ass back down here. You’re going to be punished for that, and the longer it takes you to get down here the worse the punishment is going to be.”
Sobbing, Chloe jerked on the handle again, trying to delay the inevitable.
“If I have to come up there and get you it’s going to be twice as bad for you,” he growled.
Chloe sobbed and went back down the stairs, slowly, fearfully. He was standing, and he was even taller than she had thought. Her head barely came above mid chest on him, and he glowered at her as she reached the bottom step, reached out, and gripped her by the upper arm, then yanked her down and forward.
“You’re going to learn to do what you’re fucking told,” he said. “You do anything else and I’m going to hurt you.”
“Please! I-I’m sorry!” she whimpered.
“You will be.”
There was a card table to one side, the chairs pushed in against it. He pushed her belly against the back of one of the chairs and then shifted his grip to the back of her neck, forcing her to bend over, her breasts pillowing out against the top of the table.
“Ankles together, hands apart on the table, grip the edges and don’t move or I’ll punish you worse!”
The top of the chair was jammed in against Chloe’s abdomen, her bottom raised up and pushed out as her breasts pillowed out below her chest. Her arms were spread straight out to either side, her hands gripping opposite sides of the table as she watched him move to a low chest and then take out a thin crop.
She whimpered and started to rise.
“You remember when I asked you which you preferred?” he demanded in a harsh voice. “You can have this or I can tie you up and whip you. Which do you prefer?”
Chloe began to weep softly.
He came behind her and gripped her hair, yanking her head up and back.
“Which do you prefer, slut?” he demanded harshly. “Do you want to be cropped or whipped?”
She cried out in pain as he twisted her hair. “Tell me or you’ll get the whip!”
“Crop! I want to be cropped!” she sobbed.
He released her hair. “Then beg for it. Say, please crop my dirty little white ass. I’m a bad girl. Go ahead. Tell me you need to be punished.”
“P-Please punish me,” she half sobbed, her voice breaking.
“Please crop my nasty little white ass!” he shouted.
“Please crop my nasty little white ass!” Chloe sobbed.
He brought the crop whistling down onto her upturned bottom and Chloe cried out in pain.
“Say, thank you sir, please hit me again,” he sneered.
Chloe sobbed weakly and said nothing. The crop whistled down and stinging pain slashed across her mind.
“Say, thank you sir, please hit me again,” he growled. “Say it!”
“Th-thank you, s-sir! Please hit me again!” Chloe sobbed.
The crop bit into her bottom with stinging pain, and she cried out.
“Again!” he shouted. “Thank you, sir! Please hit me again!”
“Th-thank you, sir! Please hit me again!” Chloe cried.
The crop sliced into her soft flesh again and once again she sobbed and cried out in pain.
“Again, you dirty little whore!” he shouted. “Shout it out!”
“Thank you, sir! Please hit me again!” she sobbed.
Crack!
“Thank you, sir! Please hit me again!”
Crack!
“Thank you, sir! Please hit me again!”
Crack!
“Thank you, sir! Please hit me again!”
Crack!
“What you gotta learn, white girl, is that you’re not in charge here,” he said. “You do whatever you’re told, when you’re told without complaining. You understand, slut?”
Crack!
“Yes, sir! Thank you, sir! Please hit me again!” Chloe cried.
“Spread your legs apart, slut. As wide as you can.”
Chloe obeyed, sobbing weakly as he ran his hands over her aching, burning buttocks. He moved away, then returned, and she felt him squirting something cold against her anus. She sobbed more deeply as he worked his finger into her bottom, then followed up with some kind of dildo which pushed deeper and deeper, twisting and turning as he worked it in and out.	
“You got a fine little ass here, white girl,” he said. “I love how tight it is around my cock. Did you like that? Did you like having a big black cock up your tight little ass?”
“Y-Yes, sir!” she cried.
“Yeah, I seen you dirty little white girls before. You all love nigger cock,” he said with a sneer.
Chloe gasped as he forced the dildo achingly deep, as he twisted it around in her belly so that cramps and pain burned at her. He produced a second dildo and worked that up into her pussy, twisting and pumping that too. It was humiliating, but better than being cropped, and Chloe sobbed anew as he moved back, picked up the crop, and resumed cropping her bottom.
“Thank you, sir! Please hit me again!” she cried.
“Now you’re learning, bitch. Now you’re starting to be a good, obedient little white slut. Would you like me to fuck you instead?”
Gasping, panting, terrified, Chloe jerked her head up and down. “Y-Yes, sir,” she whimpered.
“Beg for it, slut.”
“Please fuck me, sir,” she said.
“Show me that hot little pussy, slut. Raise your arse, spread your legs. That’s it, show me what you’ve got to offer.”
Whimpering with shame and fear, Chloe spread her legs and pushed her bottom out, rising onto the balls of her feet.
“Beg, whore.”
“Please fuck me, sir!”
“Say, please fuck my dirty white cunt with your beautiful black cock, sir.”
Chloe shuddered and took a deep breath. “Please fuck my dirty white cunt with your beautiful black cock, sir!”
She gasped in pain as the crop slashed across her bottom.
“Beg harder, slut!”
“Please fuck me, sir! Please, please, please fuck my dirty white cunt with your beautiful black cock! Please, sir!”
“You’re not begging hard enough,” he said, slashing the crop down again.
“Please sir – !”
The crop cut across her bottom again. “You’re nothing but a filthy little white fuck animal, aren’t you!? Say it! Say it!”
“I’m a filthy little white fuck animal!” Chloe cried in fear.
“Again!” He cut the crop down sharply.
“Ahh! I’m a filthy little white fuck animal!”
“Reach back and pry your buttocks apart, fuck animal. Then beg me to fuck your backside!”
Sobbing, Chloe obeyed, reaching her arms back and squeezing her buttocks, opening herself up, baring her wrinkled anal opening. 
“P-Please f-fuck my arse, sir!” she sobbed.
Crack! The crop slashed down.
“Beg harder, fuck animal!”
“Please, sir! Aghh! Please fuck my whore ass! Please  - Ahgh! Please fuck my filthy white whore ass! Please fuck me – Agh! … with your beautiful black cock! Please, sir!” she sobbed as the crop lashed her bottom again and again.
He pressed the nose of his rigid cock against her anus and let it slowly sink into her. Then he held still, just the head inside her.
“Fuck yourself on my black cock, fuck animal. Go ahead, shove your arsehole back and take my black prick inside you or I’ll cut your skin off an inch at a time!”
Sobbing, Chloe gasped and moaned in pain as she forced herself back onto his hard cock, taking it deeper and deeper into her throbbing, aching bottom as the man rained curses down on her and slapped at the sides of her breasts.
“Deeper, whore meat! Deeper, fuck animal! I want every inch up inside your tight little white ass!”
Chloe walked herself backwards, grasping the edge of the table now, gasping for breath, her breasts hanging below as she jammed herself onto his hard prick, ignoring the ache deep inside, grinding and rolling her hips now as he brought the crop down on her back and ordered her to fuck herself on his cock.









Chapter Four

 
Hannah sobbed brokenly as she hung in place. She was spread-eagled between two wooden posts, her arms stretched up and out to either side, her ankles spread wide straight out to either side, forced up painfully high so that the tendons and nerves in her thighs ached and burned. The ropes around her wrists were not sufficient to hold her weight, probably by designed, though she didn’t care. There was too much pressure on her ankles, and her legs were so far apart already….
She was gagged, of course. They had stuffed a huge penishead gag into her, one that almost choked her. They hung weights from her newly pierced nipples and labia, and had stuffed a fat dildo up into her pussy and another up into her bottom. Then they’d left her as she was.
Her thighs were on fire. Her own weight was forcing her downward, and consequently, forcing her ankles wider and wider. She was almost doing the splits now, her feet held almost straight out to either side.
Hannah felt very sorry for herself as she hung there, sobbing miserably, wondering why she was being so victimized. She was a nice person. She hadn’t hurt anyone. Why were they doing this to her? Bad enough to kidnap and abuse her but why this!? Why were they hurting her so much!? Mentally and physically exhausted, she could simply not comprehend it, not understand it.
And then she gasped as one of the Black men came into the room, his eyes gleaming.
“I like a blonde girl who spreads her legs for Black men,” he said, chortling.
He moved up to stand before her, then slapped her face, throwing her head back and dazing her further.
“I can do anything I want to you, white girl,” he said in delight.
He slapped her face again, then, sniggering, groped her breasts roughly before his hands rose to circle her throat. He closed his fingers slowly until she could not longer breath and her eyes went wide as she gurgled and choked and gasped for breath.
“I can do anything I want to you, slut,” he said in a low hiss, “Anything!”
He let go of her throat and the terrified girl could breath again. Her chest heaved as he yanked the dildo out of her pussy and thrust himself into her. His big body was pressed against her, his hands on her buttocks, jerking her up and down, in and out as he pounded his hard, stiff black cock into her aching belly. 
Hannah sobbed brokenly, her insides churned and pounded by his thick cock, her aching body twisting and jerking, straining and bouncing as he yanked her to and fro.
He let go of her bottom and she cried out as the renewed weight dropped her down and forced her ankles higher still. He undid her gag and prized out of her mouth, then crushed her lips with his, drew back with a curse, gave her the back of his hand, and then spat in her face. “Kiss me, slut! Kiss me, you white whore!”
He crushed his mouth again her lips again, his tongue thrusting into her mouth, and the whimpering, terrified girl kissed him back as he resumed thrusting hard, his hands going under her once more.
He bit and sucked at her tongue and lips as he rammed into her, jerking her up and down as though she were weightless, ramming his long, thick cock up into her body as hard as he could.
“Take that cock, slut! Take it, whore! You love it! Don’t you! Don’t you, slut?! Tell me you love it! Tell me!”
“I-I love it!” Hannah sobbed.
“Beg for it! Beg me to fuck your whore cunt!”
“Please fuck my whore cunt!” she cried.
“Harder! Beg me to fuck you harder!”
“Please,” she sobbed. “Please fuck me harder!”
“You’re not begging hard enough! I’m gonna have to punish you if you can’t do better than that!”
“Please – Ungh! - fuck my whore body, sir! Please screw me h-harder, sir! Aggh! Please fuck my whore cunt with your b–b-beautiful black cock, sir!” she gasped. “Oh! Ungh! Please! Ungh! Please fuck me harder! Unghgh! Please! Aghh!”
His big hands were jerking the helpless young woman up and down on his cock as he pounded into her. He came with a frothing wave of steaming semen, pouring up inside her as he grunted and cursed and threw his heavy body against hers to bury every last inch inside her.
He sighed and eased back slowly, his softening cock slipping free of her. His seed slowly trickled down out of her open pussy as she sagged down onto her aching legs once more, her feet actually higher, now than her own hips.
“You didn’t beg hard enough, fuck pet, so I’m going to have to punish you,” He said. “I’m going to have to severely punish you!”
“Please!” Hannah sighed. “Please don’t! Please!”
He stuffed the gag back into her mouth chortling with glee, then pulled a cart over next to where the girl hung. Grinning at her, her clipped a pair of wires to her nipple rings, then another alligator clip was snapped painfully tight against her clit, causing her to howl and twist and thrash in her bonds.
Then the electrical shock blasted into her and Hannah’s eyes bulged. Her body reacted violently, her head flinging itself up and back, her body thrashing violently as the shocking electrical firestorm tore through her helpless body and set her muscles to spasming, her body convulsing.
The current tore into her for five seconds, five long seconds which seemed like an eternity. When it eased she slumped, gasping raggedly for breath, her entire body trembling and shaking as her mind tried to recover.
“You’re going to learn to put more effort into your begging, white bitch,” he said with a grin. “You’re going to put everything you’ve got into begging from now on.”
He set the timer on the machine and walked out, and every two minutes the shockwave tore at Hannah’s body and mind, flinging her head up and back, setting her to thrashing and shaking and screaming despairingly into the gag.
 

***

 
Chloe moaned dazedly as the black man dragged her to her feet by the hair and yanked her upright.
“Well now you look like a proper little white fuck pet,” he said with a leer.
The terrified girl’s lips quivered desperately.
He had put a kind of halter thing on her. It consisted of leather straps linked together in metal rings. Principally, the straps encircled her breasts, squeezing them sharply so as to make them firmer and cause them to thrust out further.  The straps also circled her belly painfully tightly, squeezing her waist in to such a degree she had to breath in shallow breaths, and she felt a pressure in her abdomen.
But a strap also went down between her legs and up between her buttocks. It wasn’t quite flush with her skin because it was pressed up against the base of the two fat dildos protruding an inch from her body. It pressed quite hard against the bottoms of those dildos, which forced their tips to jam painfully hard against her insides.
She was, apart from the halter thing, wearing long, fishnet stockings, six inch stiletto heels, and shoulder length fishnet gloves, as well as a collar. Two chains were attached to the ring in the center of the collar, descending to the rings in her nipples, pulling on them so that every time she moved and her beasts tried to wobble a little, they wobbled against the rings, stinging painfully.
He pushed her towards the bar, grinning.
“You know how to make a martini, bitch?” he demanded.
“Y-Yes, sir!” Chloe gasped.
He released her hair, and just then there were steps on the stairs. She turned wide eyes on them to see the other two black men come down; one pudgy, the other thin and a little short. Shame burned at her anew as they grinned and leered at her, then joined the first man on the sofa.
“Go on. Get my martini,” the first man snapped.
Face flaming, Chloe picked up a glass, then unscrewed the top of a bottle of vodka and poured. Her eyes kept flicking from the drink to the three black men sitting on the sofa watching her, ashamed of her nudity and deeply frightened. She poured in a bit of vermouth, and found ice in a low fridge, then stirred it and added an olive. Trembling, she carried it back to where the three men sat, the base of the two dildos rubbing against her thighs and buttocks as she moved.
She tried to hand it to the man and he shook his head.
“Get down on your knees, slut,” he ordered.
Face crimson, Chloe obeyed.
“Spread your knees wide,” he ordered. “Now lean forward and raise your arms high and offer me the drink.
Chloe obeyed, anger joining the shame and fear swirling within her, anger that these men were purposefully degrading and humiliating her.
He sipped from the martini and made an exaggerated sigh of pleasure. Then he shoved his feet out at her.
“Take off my shoes… bitch.”
Chloe jerked as if stung, shamed anew, but obeyed, untying the laces, and then pulling the shoe off.
“Now the sock.”
She tugged the sock down as the three men leered and grinned at her.
“My foot feels sore,” he sighed, raising it and twisting it around, pressing it against her belly. “Give me a foot massage.”
He put his foot in her lap as she knelt there, sitting on her heels, and Chloe awkwardly rubbed it with her hands.
“You call that a fucking massage?” he said scornfully. “Do I have to take the crop to your little round white ass again?” 
“I think she should squeeze those white titties around your foot,” the chubby black man said.
The other two chuckled in response.
“Yeah, that sounds good. Give my foot a tit job,” the tall man said, sliding his foot up along her belly, pressing it up between her breasts. “Go ahead, slut. Let me see you squeeze your tits around my foot.”
“And maybe I’ll take a belt to those tits if you don’t,” the pudgy man growled.
The humiliation was horrible, but Chloe’s terror goaded her on, and she cupped her breasts and began to squeeze them together around his foot.
“Dirty little white whore,” the short man sneered.
He raised his foot higher.
“Kiss it,” he ordered.
Chloe hesitated, almost driven to the brink by their shameful and degrading orders. She wanted to refuse, but she was cowed and frightened. She couldn’t fight them and couldn’t resist them, and she thought they might actually be trying to goad her into refusing so they could punish her even worse.
She kissed the top of his bare foot, then again, then again as he ordered her to continue.
“Lick it,” he ordered. “Let me see that pink tongue, white girl. Lick my foot.”
Trembling, her face white now instead of red, Chloe licked along the top of his foot, licked at his ankle, licked at his side, and then as he ordered her to continue, and the other men jeered and laughed at her, she licked at the bottom of his foot, and then found herself sucking on his toes as the other two snickered and smirked.
“Hey, man. I want a martini too,” the fat man said.
“Okay, bro. Go back and get my friend a martini, white bitch,” the tall man ordered.
Chloe drew back in relief, turning away and getting to her feet. She went back to the bar and made another martini, and gasped in fear as the tall man joined her at the bar before she was finished. He searched among some cheap plates and cups and then came out with a thin plastic plate.
“Put the glass on that,” he ordered.
Frightened, Chloe obeyed.
“On your knees,” he ordered.
Her eyes rolled back to the two at the couch and she sank to her knees.
“Now take this and put it in your mouth,” he said. “You’re gonna crawl back to the couch.”
The other two laughed and the short man slapped his hands gleefully together.
“Go on, slut. In your mouth,” he ordered.
The martini glass wasn’t heavy, nor was the thin plastic plate. She put the plate in her mouth, clamping her teeth on either side, and held it unsteadily in place.
“Now on all fours. Crawl back to the couch.”
She slowly sank down onto her hands, then carefully crawled forward, balancing the drink on the makeshift tray she held in her mouth. She crawled back and held the plate out for the tubby man to grinningly lift the glass from.
“I want one too,” the short man now said.
“Crawl back here, bitch,” the tall man said.
Trembling, white faced, Chloe crawled back to the bar, and there was permitted to stand up to make another drink before sinking back to her knees and crawling back with the plate in her teeth again.
With the three men sitting on the sofa sneering and leering at her, she sat back on her heels, breathless with fear and anxiety.
“Turn around. Show us that pretty little ass again,” the tall man ordered.
Chloe turned and at his orders bent over.
“Further. Put your face on the floor, white bitch. Raise that ass and spread your legs,” he ordered. “Spread your arms apart too.”
So Chloe had to kneel, her face and chest on the floor, her arms spread out to either side, as the men snickered, slapped at her bottom, pulled aside the leather strap over her groin to work the dildos in and out.
“Now reach back and pump the dildo in your cunt,” the man ordered.
Hannah obeyed, reaching back and gripping the fat dildo’s base, then working the big black latex cock in and out as the three men laughed and snickered and jeered and called her a dirty white whore and slut.
“Beg to suck my cock, bitch,” the tall man growled.
“Please may I suck your cock, sir!” Chloe cried.
“Again, whore.”
“Please may I suck your cock, sir!?”
“Again, white bitch.”
“Please may I suck your cock, sir!?”
Trembling, she turned around as he gave her permission. Her hands shook as she unfastened the leering man’s trousers and pulled his cock out. The other two men grinned cruelly, reaching down and fondling her breasts from either side as she licked at the big, black cock and then slowly worked her mouth down on it.
She cried out in pain as he yanked her head back by the hair.	
“Tell me you love black cock,” he sneered.
“I-I love black cock, sir!” she panted fearfully
“Tell my you love to swallow nigger prick.”
“I-I love to swallow n-nigger prick,” she gulped.
He forced her mouth down onto his cock as the chubby man reached down and turned her hips aside, then lifted her up off the floor onto his lap, so she was belly down across him as she sucked on the other man’s cock. She groaned as he began to work the dildos in her pussy and anal opening, the tall man twisting her hair as he forced her down harder on his cock.
“Suck nigger cock, beaatch!” he sneered.
She gasped and cried out in pain as the fat man worked the dildo in her bottom in and out deep and hard.
“Swallow that cock, whore,” the short man demanded, bending forward to grope her breasts.
“And you better swallow every fucking inch, you cunt,” he growled.
Chloe forced her lips down the length of his dripping black, taking it deep into her throat. She’d been throat fucked so many times lately that she was able to do it with hardly any choking. Though she gagged and gurgled awkwardly, she was driven on by terror, forcing her lips down around the base of his cock, her nose jamming against his pubic bone.
Behind her, she felt the dildo pulled free of her pussy with a sense of relief, then a hard black cock was jammed into her. But that too was almost a relief. It felt easier against her bruised flesh than the hard dildo, and despite how big the man was he wasn’t as big as the dildo. He thrust himself into her hard, giving her a rough, violent raping, but it was almost an afterthought to the dazed girl as she worked her throat up and down the other man’s stiff cock.
“You’re starting to get the hang of it, white girl,” he said. “We’ll make a proper little fuck animal out of you yet.”









Chapter Five

 
“Hannah!”
“Chloe!”
The two sobbed and threw themselves into each other’s arms, but briefly, as one of the Black man pulled them away.
“You’ll get lots of time to hug, bitches,” another said.
The two young white women were dragged over to a long, low metal and wood frame. It consisted of a seven foot long metal post atop a pair of heavy wooden supports. The post was triangular, and the two whimpering girls were forced to each throw a leg across it and straddle it, letting the narrow edge jam up into their soft, warm pussies. Their wrists were forced up painfully high behind their backs and bound in place. Their ankles were lifted up and shackled to the horizontal post behind them, forcing all their weight down onto the hard metal.
Both of the whimpering girls were held upright by the hair as the grinning black men examined them. Then Hannah’s head was forced up and back, followed by Chloe’s. 
“You put yours in her left. I’ll take this one,” Hannah heard.
Then she felt pain, pain in her left nipple. She cried out, and shook violently as the pain mounted, a sharp, piercing, terrible pain, worse than when they had pierced her nipples. 
They laughed as she screamed, as Chloe screamed.
Then they eased their grips and pulled her head forward again. Sobbing, Hannah saw that she now had a thin metal pin sticking out of the center of her nipple. It was about an inch long, and there was a thin round base pressed against her aching, wounded pink nipple, preventing the thing from sinking deeper into her burning flesh.
The men then attached a thin elastic cord to her right nipple ring and leaned her forward. The same was done to Chloe. The two girls were leaned forward until their breasts were almost touching, until the thin, sharp spike sticking out of Hannah’s left nipple pressed against Chloe’s right, and an identical spike they had forced into Chloe’s left nipple was pressed against Hannah’s right.
They carefully clipped the elastic bands to their nipple rings. The bands were short but strong, and pulled insistently on their nipples, stretching them painfully forward towards each other.
Hannah cried out as her head was forced back by the hair again. This pulled her nipples against the cords, and Chloe cried out as well, her hair also pulled back.
A long, fat latex dildo was shoved into Hannah’s mouth. It pushed in across her tongue, and then slid into her throat. It was a flexible, double-headed dildo, a good twenty inches long. Now she and Chloe were leaned in against each other again, and the other end of the dildo was forced into Chloe’s mouth, forced deeper and deeper until it slipped into her throat, until both girls’ lips were pressed against each other.
Chloe sobbed weakly, fighting desperately to breath. They had shoved their cocks down her throat many times recently, and she had begun to learn how to cope, how to relax her throat so that she could, working very hard, draw slow, shallow breaths.
Fingers pressed against her anus, oiled fingers which thrust into her and pumped in and out. Two fingers, then three pumped into her ass, and into Hannah’s bottom as well.
She didn’t care. She fought to breath, and to keep herself from leaning in too far, from taking the spike in Hannah’s nipple into her own nipple, despite how hard the cords were pulling.
Then a dildo was forced up her ass, deep into her ass, and a similar one, she knew from Hannah’s gasps and moans, was being forced up her blonde girlfriend’s ass too.
Their hair was gathered up above their heads in thick tails, and tied with a cord which went upwards across a hook, then down, between the two girls.
And then one of the men adjusted Hannah’s breast, and then Chloe’s, placing the spike directly against her and then pressing them together. Both girls cried out in pain as their other nipples were pierced, as the spikes slid slowly inside.
“Suffer, you white whores!” one of the Black men said with a sneer.
Two of them pumped the dildos in the girls’ bottoms, then pulled them out and forced bigger dildos up inside them, laughing at their pain, sneering and smirking as their soft flesh was ground down on the sharp edge of the metal post.
Their pussies were jammed down painfully, with all their weight atop the soft flesh, and they were beginning to ache fiercely.
The Black men, laughing, left them like that for an hour or so, left them for the pain to tear at their minds and reduce them to sobbing, whimpering dazed, mindless animals filled with terror and agony.
When they came back, it was only to taunt and torment them further. The big dildo jammed into Chloe’s ass was pulled free, but another one was inserted, this one made of metal, with sharp dimples all around its sides. She sobbed as the man tried to force it into her anus. But despite how stretched out she was the thing seemed too big.
It was almost a foot long, rounded on one side, but flat on the bottom, and he worked and twisted it until the front was forced into each of the sobbing girl’s bottom. Then he took a rubber mallet and began to hammer it against the base, slowly jamming the fat thing up her ass until only an inch or two remained.
“Gotta get those little white asses ready for a black man’s cock,” one of the men crowed.
Hannah received the same treatment. The men left them, then, alone, sobbing, trembling, wreathed in pain which grew steadily worse as hour after hour passed them by.
The narrow edge of the post beneath them felt as though it were razor sharp now, sawing and cutting at their pussies, threatening to cut up through their abdomens, through their entire bodies. Their bottoms were stretched wide beyond tolerance, their nipples aflame.
One of the men came back, grinning. “Are you ready to beg, sluts? You better learn how to beg properly! You better learn how to show how desperate you are, and how eager to please you are! Otherwise it’s only going to get worse!”
“Now beg! Beg for Black cock!”
He coyly held a hand cupped to his ear. “I can’t hear any begging,” he said.
Hannah and Chloe moaned into their gags, crying out, trying to beg him to release them.
“Beg for cock,” he said. “Let me hear you shout it out. Shout – cock, cock cock!”
The girls tried, their mouths filled with latex, their tongues squeezed down by the thick round black dildo, their breath shortened into weak, gasping pants by the dildo filling their throats.
He smirked and shook his head. “I guess you like it there, so since you aren’t begging enough for Black cock I’ll leave you for another few hours.” 
He grinned cruelly at the two desperate young women, laughed at them, then turned and left them like that.
Hannah had never known such pain, nor from so many sources. Every part of her was flaming with pain, from her scalp – her hair drawn together and yanked up to be tied by a cord and held in place, to her aching nipples, to her spine, bent and stiff, to her shoulders, with her wrists forced up behind her neck, to her flaming, burning pussy, jammed down against the sharp wedge of the frame below. She felt torn open in back by the massive dildo, too, and could do nothing but sob weakly against Chloe, who was feeling the same overwhelming sense of pain and helplessness and misery.
Wracked by pain, the two young women were almost maddened by desperation and despair before the Black man returned. He grinned and reached in to casually fondle their breasts before undoing the cord around their hair. Then he pulled Hannah’s head back and let the dildo come free.
She gagged and choked and then coughed violently, followed a moment later by Chloe as the dildo was pulled out of her mouth and throat.
“Now here’s what we’re going to do,” he said. “I’m going to let one of you come down and suck my cock. The other one is going to stay there all night long. I’m going to choose whichever one of you begs better.”
He unzipped and drew out his semi-flaccid cock. “Beg, you white whores,” he growled.
Coughing, gasping for breath, the two young women begged frantically, their words tumbling over each other, faces masks of desperation.
“Please let me suck your cock!”
“I love sucking black cock! Please may I suck your cock, sir!”
“I love beautiful black cock! I love the taste of Black cock! I love to – .”
“Please can I suck your wonderful Black cock, sir! I worship your Black cock! I need it in my mouth so – .”
“ – swallow your wonderful, beautiful Black cock! Please may I wrap my slutty lips around your amazing, incredible black cock, sir!”
He stood smirking at them, raising his eyebrows, grinning, enjoying their desperation as they begged to suck his cock.
“You know, you’re both so close,” he said. “Maybe we’ll have a contest.”
He beamed at his own inventiveness. “We’ll see which of you sucks my prick better, which of you shows the most enthusiasm for my beautiful nigger cock.”
He moved behind Hannah and seized her hips, and she cried out in pain as he slowly pulled her backwards along the narrow edged wood. It sawed along her sex as she was pulled backwards, and the tender, bruised flesh burned like fire.
He laughed and moved around behind Chloe, then pulled her backwards, as well. With their hair no longer bound, he stood at the midway point beside the triangular post they straddled, gripped their ponytails and forced them to bend forward until their faces were pressed against his cock from either side.
“Now one of you gets to come down and suck my cock, and the other gets to sit there for a long time to come,” he said.
The two young women were ragged and frantic, dazed and desperate. He had to actually hold their heads back by the hair, grinning down at them as they tried to lick at his cock, tried desperately to reach it with their mouths. He only had to turn his hips a little to the right and pull Hannah’s mouth in to have the blonde girl frantically wrap her lips around his cockhead and begin to suck. 
“Take it deeper, bitch, deeper,” he purred.
Straddling the wooden beam, her ankles bound just behind her buttocks now, there was only one way the trembling young blonde could strain further forward. That was to use the muscles in her legs to push against where her feet were bound, to push her torso forward, sliding it forward along the narrow edge of the wood. And such was her desperation she did so, ignoring the burning agony in her sex as she forced her lips further down his cock.
On the other side of the beam, Chloe stared desperately, mouth open and closing, tongue pushing out, nowhere near able to reach the man’s cock until he pulled back and turned his hips to her. Then, as with Hannah, she desperately strained forward to take him into her mouth, sucking and licking as she forced her pussy forward along the narrow edge of the wood beneath her.
All pride abandoned, the two women strained forward, ignoring their pain as he turned slowly from one to the other, letting each take him deep into her throat in turn. As they forced their bodies forward along the wood, however, their heads came closer together, to the point either could have sucked his cock.
Grinning, he simply stood in place and let them fight over it, letting one girl bob her lips anxiously up and down as the other sucked and licked on his balls. He looked down at them, grinning cruelly, his fists embedded in their long hair occasionally yanking one girl back off his cock and feeding it into the throat of the other.
“That’s it, you white bitches. Show me how much you love that black cock,” he purred as his hips worked in and out, slowly fucking a gurgling, gasping Chloe’s throat.
He pulled out suddenly, abandoning Chloe’s hair to pump his cock rapidly and spray his semen over Hannah’s face, groaning as he did. “Ahh, yeah. That’s it, slut.”
He sagged slightly, then gripped Chloe’s hair again, yanking her face in against Hannah’s. “Clean it off, slut! Lick it up!”
Whimpering, Chloe licked the cum off Hannah’s face as the man stood over them chuckling. Then he yanked both of them by the hair, forcing them back upright on the narrow edge of the beam. Both girls cried out in renewed pain and he snickered.
“Neither one of you did much of a job,” he said. “I ought to put both of you back up here for the rest of the fucking night. We need to get a Black woman down here to show you lazy white cunts how to suck a cock.”
He put his hand behind their buttocks, pulling them closer together, sliding them down the length of the narrow beam. They gasped and whimpered and moaned as the wood sawed against the top of their clefts. But with their hands bound there was little they could do. Their ankles were still bound to the beam behind them, and their legs straightened further and further as he pulled them closer together.
Of course, this also forced their bodies to bow back further and further, until both were essentially jammed together, their legs extended almost straight out behind each other, the very top of their pussies grinding agonizingly against the narrow wedge underneath. Chuckling, he held them by the hair and forced their lips together, making them kiss and tongue each other.
“Open your mouth wide, whore,” he said. “You, you brown haired bitch. I’m talkin’ to you!”
Dazedly, whimpering in pain, Chloe opened her mouth.
“Wider, bitch!”
He yanked on her hair and her mouth opened wide.
“Now you, blonde slut. Spit into her mouth. Go on. Do it, bitch!”
Hannah blinked unsteadily, panting weakly, gulping in air against the intense pain between her legs. When he twisted her head back violently she cried out in pain. 
“Do it, dog slut! Spit into her mouth!”
He yanked her head forward again and Hannah dazedly spit into Chloe’s open mouth. 
He guffawed in amusement and shouted “Again!”
Because of how he had been raping her throat Hannah had a lot of saliva, of course, and she spat repeatedly into Chloe’s open mouth, then into her face at his further orders, until, snickering, he released her hair. He stretched out Chloe’s hair into a tail behind her then wrapped it in cord and pulled it back to bind to a post behind her. Then he pulled Hannah back, sliding her along the beam as her legs folded behind her.
Chloe remained in place, moaning helplessly, her legs still extended behind her, body bowed back as she was held by the hair. 
The man undid Hannah’s ankles, then lifted her off the post. She collapsed to her knees on the floor, whimpering helplessly.
“I think you showed just a little more enthusiasm than this brown haired whore,” he said. “So you get to sit here a long time, brown haired whore,” he said with a leer.
He dragged Hannah along the floor by the hair, then sat down in a nearby chair and dragged her in between his legs. “Suck cock, whore,” he growled down at her.
He was soft, of course, but she set to work frantically, licking and sucking on his balls and taking his flaccid cock into her mouth to massage and suckle at. Soon he began to harden, and she worked even harder while he showered her with abuse and Chloe sobbed miserably behind her.
He yanked her head up and back by the hair. “Do you like sucking my cock, whore?”
“I love your cock, sir!” she panted. “I love your black cock! I love sucking on big black cocks! Your cock is so beautiful and manly, sir! I lo – .”
“Call me… master,” he said with a grin.
“I love your cock, master! I love deep throating black cock! I love the taste of black cock! I love – mhphh!”
He shoved her mouth down on his cock again, driving himself up deep into her throat.
“Swallow it then, slut,” he said with a grin.
He let her bob slowly up and down, then yanked her free again.
“I-I love your black cock, master!” she gasped as saliva poured over her lower lip. “I love sucking black cock! I love to feel black cock going down my throat – .”
“You’re whore throat,” he said.
“My whore throat. I love to feel black cock going down my whore throat,” she gasped.
“Don’t you think the blonde slut likes to suck black cock too?” he asked coyly.
“I-I – yes, master.”
“Maybe she likes to suck Black cock more than you do. Maybe I should put you back up there and let her try.”
“I-I love to suck black cock – more than here, master!” she exclaimed desperately.
Wrapped in agony, the top of her pussy jammed against the narrow edge of the wood, Chloe moaned in agony. “I-I love your black cock, master!” she cried. “Please let me suck your black cock!”
“I love your black cock more, master!” Hannah cried.
“Well now, one of you must be lying,” he said. 
He twisted Hannah’s hair, forcing her head up and back, forcing her back to arch in pain. “Are you lying to me, slut!?” he demanded harshly.
“No, master! I love your black cock, master!” she cried.
“If you’re not lying, then she must be lying. Are you saying that filthy brunette slut is lying to me?”
“I-I – no, master,” she whimpered.
“Then you’re lying! I’m gonna put you back up there and let her show how much she loves Black cock!”
“No! No! I’m not lying! She’s lying, master! I love black cock more, master! Please let me suck your black cock, master!”
“She’s lying? She doesn’t love my Black cock more?”
“I love your black cock more, master!”
“So she’s lying?”
“Yes, master! She’s lying, master!”
“Who’s lying, slut?”
“Ch – the brunette slut is lying, sir!” she panted.
“Then she has to be punished,” he said with a smirk.
He flung her back onto her back, then slid off the chair and knelt behind her. He undid her wrists and let them sink down from their painful, uncomfortable position up behind her neck. Hannah groaned in relief, then cried out as he yanked her back up by the hair.
“Are you going to do what I tell you, blonde slut?”
“Yes, master!”
“Go over and untie the brown haired slut’s ankles.”
He shoved her forward so she sprawled out on her belly, then stood up, and kicked her in the bottom. “Move your ass, whore!”
Hannah scuttled forward, and was soon untying Chloe’s ankles. As they were untied her legs swung down below her and she groaned and sobbed as she ground herself against the beam again. At least now, however, she was upright, her aching spine no longer bent back so painfully, the pressure off her ponytail, and thus her scalp.
“Put these on her ankles, whore.”
He tossed a pair of leather restraints to her, and Hannah buckled them around her friend’s ankles, whimpering anxiously.
“Now clip these chains to them.”
She took the chains from him, each about two feet long, and clipped them to Chloe’s ankles. He clipped another pair of chains to rings set in the floor out to either side of where Chloe straddled the narrow edged beam, then handed Hannah a narrow, foot long metal device. It had heavy rings on either end, and he ordered her to attach them to the two chains, one on either side of the brunette.
Hannah had to pull Chloe’s right ankle out a good two feet to the side before she could attach the device, whereupon her ankle was locked in place. She took the other device, crawled under the beam, and pulled Chloe’s left ankle out to the side. She could hear Chloe gasp and moan and sob as she spread her legs open, but she was desperate to obey, and did so.
Chloe was still straddling the narrow beam, but now her legs were spread wide, the wood digging painfully into the center of her pussy with nothing to ease the pressure.
Which was about to get worse.
“See that round thing,” he pointed. “Turn it and keep turning it.”
The long, narrow metal device had a kind of round crank in the middle, and Chloe nervously turned it. It was very firm, and she had to work at it, and saw no results at first, but then she realized the chain was getting much tauter, with less and less slack.
“Now go over to the other side and turn that one,” he ordered.
She crawled anxiously under Chloe and turned the other crank. 
“Uhgggggg!” Chloe cried. “Pleeeeease!”
He undid the cord which bound Chloe’s hair from the beam behind and lifted it straight up above her head to tie it to a hook there.
“Come back here, whore,” he ordered. “Now turn this one again.”
Hannah turned the crank again and again and she heard Chloe’s breathing becoming more laboured, heard her friend gasping desperately, whimpering and moaning.”
“Now the other one.”
Chloe began to sob helplessly as the pressure grew, as her ankles were pulled down more and more harshly, jamming her ever more painfully down onto the wooden beam.
“Please!” she cried.
“Keep turning!”
“Please!” she screamed.
“Now this one,” he said with a grin.
Hannah sobbed and turned the crank and Chloe screamed behind her, her upper torso thrashing and twisting violently. She screamed and screamed again, tears streaming down her face as the cranks were turned and her legs threatened to tear free of hips.
“That’s enough, slut,” he said, reading the small gauge on the device. “She’s got a hundred pounds on each ankle now. That should do for the next five or six hours. Then we’ll double it.”
He shoved a thick penis gag into the sobbing howling brunette’s mouth, laughed, then snapped a leash to Hannah’s collar and ordered her to crawl.
He led her, leashed, crawling, out of the room, closing the heavy door behind them.









Chapter Six

 
Hannah lay sprawled out on her back on the floor, gasping, sweating, chest heaving. The three Black men sat on comfortable chairs across from her drinking beer and grinning.
“I think our slut has had her exercise for the day,” Emmanuel said with a grin.
“Come here, whore, on your belly,” Albert ordered.
Gasping for breath, Hannah heaved herself over onto her belly, and then crawled forward along the floor until she was near his feet. He slouched back, extending his foot, and she grasped his ankle with her hands, then began to lick at his shoe.
“Master!” she gasped. “Master! I love master’s cock!”
The three black men chuckled comfortably as they watched the beautiful young blonde lick anxiously and enthusiastically across Albert’s shoe.
“More tongue, slut,” Albert said, pushing a button on the small control unit in his hand.
Hannah yelped and her tonguing became even more energetic as the men grinned anew.
There was a fat round metal probe shoved up the girl’s ass. Pressing the control unit sent a sharp little electric charge into the tip – lodged high in her belly. The electrical charge would have been stingingly painful even if it had touched her outer skin. It was considerably worse up inside her abdominal cavity.
Her tongue licked and lapped all around his shoe, from sides, to bottom as she whimpered and rolled her blue eyes up at him fearfully, and professed her love of Black cock.
For the previous half hour they had put her through her paces, throwing herself from one position to another – almost all of them degrading and obscene. She had had to do so instantly, moving quickly, even violently from one position to the next once ordered, for the slightest hesitation or delay brought the shock crackling through her belly.
“What do you think, boys? Should we punish her again?” Albert asked lazily.
“I don’t think so,” Devon said. “She’s starting to come along, show more enthusiasm, more respect for Black men and black cocks.”
“She’s still a filthy little racist whore,” Emmanuel growled.
“But she can learn,” Albert said. “I think that if she learns well enough she might actually be worth something. Maybe we can even sell her to a rich man somewhere as his whore.”
He nudged her face with his shoe, shoving her back a big. “What do you think, slut? Would you like us to sell you to some rich guy so you could lay around his swimming pool all day?”
“I love your black cock, master,” she panted. “I love to suck your black cock and be fucked in the ass by it!”
The three men laughed. “She’s learning,” Emmanuel said.
“Come up here, slut and ride me,” Albert ordered.
Hannah crawled up between his legs, straddling him, her knees pressed into the sides of the chair as she gripped his spit-wet cock and positioned it at the entrance to her silky tunnel. Then she sank slowly down onto it, letting it force her pussy open and slide deep.
“Uhmmmmg!” she moaned dramatically. “I love the feel of your black cock inside my slutty body, Master. I love taking your beautiful black cock inside me! I love being fucked by you, master!”
She slid slowly down, taking it deep, then put her arms over his shoulders and began to ride up and down. She twisted her hips from side to side, squeezing down with her pussy muscles every time she rose up, then easing up as she slid back down. She groaned a lot in faux pleasure, making the kinds of silly, anguished moans and gasps of pleasure she’d seen in porn videos.
He squeezed and kneaded and slapped at the blonde girl’s buttocks as she rode up and down, helping her, yanking up on her, thrusting up into her until his cock spilled inside her and he relaxed with a groan of relief.
“Go and get your friend, slut,” he said, slapping her ass.
“Yes, master,” she said anxiously.
She had not really been hurt by them in two days now. Oh, unless she counted the sharp little shock inside her when they pressed that button. But that shock was more like a very, very bad electrical shock, and was gone almost as soon a she felt it. She hadn’t had any whippings, at least, and they had stopped slapping her face and breasts. As long as she babbled about how much she loved their cocks, and put as much effort as possible into fucking them and obeying any and all orders, that seemed to be enough.
She was desperate to keep it that way.
Very desperate. The terrible punishments they had given her in the first two days had shocked and traumatized the previously innocent (at least in terms of violence and pain) young girl. Now she watched their faces anxiously, listened to every word they said, every slight change in the timbre or tone of their voices which might indicate less than complete happiness with anything she was doing. 
In a sense, they were like gods to her, controlling every aspect of her life, or whether she lived at all. Pleasing them had gotten her permission to walk upright at times instead of crawling, had allowed her to eat with her fingers, and cups instead of on all fours, eating out of bowls like a dog. Pleasing them had gotten a small, padded mat placed on the floor for her to sleep on instead of the cold stone of the basement.
Not pleasing them didn’t even bear thinking on.
Chloe had, apparently, not been pleasing them enough. She was crammed into a cage, as she was often now, dazed and dehydrated from lack of food or water. Her skin was whip-marked, the marks worse and considerably fresher than the welts still present on Hannah’s pale flesh. They whipped her several times a day for her lack of passion and enthusiasm for their orders. Stupid girl.
All she had to do was act, like Hannah was doing! Couldn’t she act a little better! Couldn’t she put more effort into things!?
Hannah did feel sorry for her friend, but also felt impatient at her lack of success in pleasing their masters. It wasn’t so very hard. You just had to throw yourself instantly, without hesitation, into doing whatever it was they told you to do. If they told you to dance, you danced. If they told you to fuck yourself with dildos, you fucked yourself with dildos, and if they told you to bend over and grab your ankles you did that too. Whatever it was, you did it, instantly.
She squatted down and tugged back the bolts on the side of the cage, then lifted it up. Chloe’s eyes were glassy, and Hannah slapped at her lightly.
“Come on, Slut-dog. The masters want you,” she said.
They had been forbidden to use each other’s name. Instead, they had been given names. Chloe was “Slut-dog”, while Hannah was “Fuck-toy.”
“Come on, Slut-dog. We can’t keep the masters waiting,” she said, her voice hardening as sudden fear swept over her at the thought of them growing impatient.
She snapped the leash to Chloe’s collar and tugged, then tugged harder, until the girl fell sideways out of the cage with a groan.
“Move! The masters are waiting!” she hissed, tugging harder.
Dazedly, Chloe got her stiff limbs under her, and as the collar tugged sharply and repeatedly at her throat, she forced herself onto all fours, and followed, crawling.
Hannah pulled more sharply as the girl crawled slowly across the stone floor.
“Come on!” she hissed. “We’ll get in trouble! The masters will be mad!”
One of them came through the doorway, scowling.
“What the fuck is taking you so long, you cunt!?”
“I’m sorry, master!” Hannah cried, throwing herself onto her belly in front of him and grasping at his ankles. 
“Fuck-toy is sorry, master! Fuck-toy can’t get Slut-dog to crawl faster!”
“Oh you can’t, huh? Well maybe we can do something about that,” he said with a grin.
He walked past her and opened a cabinet, then drew out a short, thin riding crop. He came back and handed it to the wide-eyed girl, grasping her hair at the same time and pulling her unsteadily to her feet.
“Now use it on her to get her to crawl faster,” he barked.
The idea was shocking, but Hannah instantly obeyed, grasping the leash again and then bringing the riding crop snapping down across her friend’s bottom.
“Crawl, Slut-dog!” she ordered.
Chloe cried out, her head jerking back and her eyes getting wide at the sudden stinging pain.
“Crawl, Slut-dog!”
Hannah snapped the crop across her bottom a second time, and Chloe lurched into motion, passing through the doorway and out into the other room as Hannah anxiously led her forward.
“Well now, maybe Fuck-toy can be more help to us in getting Slut-dog into shape,” Albert drawled.
“Set her to crawling around the room, Fuck-toy,” Devon said, feet on the coffee table, hands behind his head
“Yes, master!” she gulped. “Crawl, Slut-dog!”
She tugged on the leash, leading Chloe into a crawling tour of the room, snapping the crop down across her already heavily laced bottom whenever she slowed.
“Keep her head up,” Albert called.
“Head up, Slut-dog!”
Crack! The crop snapped down again.
“Very good, Fuck-toy. Now put her through her paces.”
Chloe wasn’t very good at throwing herself instantly into anything, especially as starved, thirsty, and exhausted as she was. Chloe knew it was important to please the masters, though, and applied the crop without hesitation, forcing her friend to kneel, to bend, to spread her legs, to beg and crawl and turn and position her body in the ways she had been taught herself.
She felt bad about hitting Chloe with the crop at first. But it got easier the more she did it. And really, she told herself, she was doing Chloe a favour. She was sure the masters would hit harder, and punish her much worse. If only Chloe could learn to act properly like she did then she’d stop getting punished. Stupid girl!
She watched the masters anxiously for any sign of disapproval at her, looking for any telltale hints of how she should act, what she should do. One of the masters stood up and her heart skipped a beat. He moved in the other direction, however, and she relaxed. But then he came back and her pulse raced.
He tossed something at her and she caught it awkwardly. 
“Do the bitch,” he ordered.
It was a strap-on dildo. Hannah hadn’t ever seen one but its purpose was clear. She fumbled with it a little more, trying to put it on, then had it attached firmly and licked her lips as she knelt down beside where Chloe was kneeling on all fours, eyes slitted.
The brunette’s pussy was red and puffy, swollen from the time she’d spent on the beam. Forcing the thick dildo into her was going to hurt. But then, the masters had fucked her relentlessly since then, and that had hurt too. Chloe was just going to have to get over it, for Hannah had no intention of disappointing them.
She let her fingers spread apart the puffy lips, ignoring Chloe’s moan of pain, then pushed the dildo into her opening and seized her hips, thrusting forward.
“Unggh! No!” Chloe gasped, lurching forward.
“Hold her in place,” one of the masters called.	
“Grab her hair,” another ordered.
“Stay still, you stupid bitch,” Hannah muttered, grabbing at Chloe’s hair and thrusting deeper.
Chloe sobbed and squirmed but Hannah had a tight hold, and though the brunette’s upper body collapsed to her elbows, then to her chest, Hannah kept hold of her hips and worked the dildo in and out of her taut, swollen sex as the men looked on.
“Fuck her harder,” one called, and she obeyed.
“Yeah! Fuck that whore,” another laughed.
“Fuck her!”
She worked her hips hard and fast, the way the masters liked to fuck her, and that seemed to satisfy them. She felt a surge of relief, for this was awkward and uncertain. She liked to know exactly what they wanted, like sucking their cocks or positioning her body in a certain way. Any uncertainty left room for error, and errors brought punishment.
She worked her hips in and out, fucking Chloe with the big dildo, ignoring her friend’s sobbing pleas to ease off, to slow down, to stop. Hannah had no choice, and didn’t even think about disobeying the master’s orders. She slammed her hips into the slender brunette’s upraised bottom as she punched the dildo in and out of her silken belly. She yanked at her hair, she slapped at her bottom, and she roughly groped her breasts.
“Good! Good Fuck-toy,” they called, the words making her stomach swirl with relief.
“Now roll the slut over onto her back and fuck her.”
That was easy enough. It was keeping the dazed girl in position that was hard. Hannah pushed her onto her side, then kept pushing so Chloe was on her back. She knelt between her legs, pushed the dildo into her, and forced her legs up and back.
It did not really occur to her that she was, in effect, raping Chloe. That sort of thinking was much too complex for her just then. Her mind had shut down thinking about anything but the desperate need to please the masters.
“Kiss her!”
“Squeeze her tits!”	
“Suck on her tits!”
“Put her ankles up and back over her shoulders!”
She fucked Chloe as they ordered, energetically thrusting in and out, kissing and sucking at her face and tits, grunting with effort as she shoved the other girl’s ankles up and back and rode up and down atop her.
But the men encouraged her, and told her they were pleased with her, and she was almost euphoric with relief and pleasure at their praise as she fucked Chloe.
“Well now, I think Fuck-toy deserves a reward,” Albert said.
“Fuck-toy is doing really well,” Devon said.
“Put the slut on her hands and knees again, Fuck-Toy,” Emmanuel ordered.
Of course, she pulled out and immediately yanked and slapped her girlfriend into the proper position.
“Now you can lead her to that chair, and sit down on it. Slouch down and spread your legs. Now you can get Fuck-Toy to eat you out. You do with her what you want to get her to perform properly,” he said. “We want to see that slut sucking and licking your pussy until you come.”
“Yes, master,” she gulped.
It wouldn’t be hard to pretend to come. She’d been doing it a lot lately.
She pulled on Chloe’s hair, forcing her face in against her pussy.
“Lick me, Slut-dog,” she ordered.
She tugged on the girl’s hair again, then, anxious the men would be unhappy with her, reached in and grabbed one of her nipple rings, giving it a sharp tug.
“Lick my pussy!” she ordered. “Lick it! Lick it!”
Whimpering, Chloe began to lick. The feel of her tongue was – surprisingly pleasant, and Hannah felt a small wave of guilt roll through her. But just a small one.
“Come to think of it, Slut-dog hasn’t had anything to drink in quite a while,” Albert said.
Emmanuel filled a cup with water and brought it over to Hannah.
“Here’s what you do, Fuck-Toy, you pour that slowly on your pussy. I bet Slut-dog will start showing a lot more enthusiasm in her licking.”
“Yes, master!” she said anxiously.
Hannah was slumped down, her legs drawn up and well apart. She released Chloe’s hair and spread her sex open with her fingers, then slowly let water trickle down along her pussy slit. 
The dehydrated girl moaned weakly as her dry, swollen tongue felt the water, and began to suck and lick at it much more enthusiastically, much more earnestly. Her warm, wet tongue felt even better against Hannah’s sex, and the blonde girl felt herself slowly starting to become aroused as Chloe licked energetically at her.
She almost forgot to act like she was enjoying the feel, and gasped in fear at remembering.
“Ohhh,” she moaned passionately. “Yess! Lick me, Slut-dog! Lick my pussy! Suck my clit!”
As she continued to trickle the water down slowly, Chloe’s tongue lapped eagerly at her pussy, and the feeling grew more and more intense. Her pussy was still sore and bruised from riding the beam herself, but the ache now was a warm, delicious thing as the brown haired girl’s tongue lapped and licked along her slit. Hannah felt her breathing becoming heavier, her chest starting to rise and fall more rapidly.
“Lick me!” she gasped. “Suck me! Ungggh! Ohhh! Lick my pussy! Dirty little slut! Dirty little white slut!”
She was only partly playing to the masters now. Her passion, her sexual hunger, were real. She had felt very little in the way of physical pleasure over the past days, and a part of her longed for it and seized eagerly on the rising sensations of physical pleasure coming from her girlfriend’s licking tongue.
A week ago the thought of a girl licking her down there would have grossed her out, for she really had no great lesbian or bisexual feelings. But now, there was little in life which could make her feel uncomfortable. Her pride had melted away, and she had so degraded herself that there was nothing left to feel grossed out about. She had even drunk their urine a few days ago.
“Ahh, yess,” she moaned. “Dirty whore. Lick me, dirty whore,” she moaned, reaching down and grasping Chloe’s hair. “Lick my pussy, slut. Ooh! It feels so good!”
She let her hips roll and her body arch and twist. And again, only part of it was the conscious playing up to the masters. The sexual pleasure was real, and growing stronger.
“Stop. Put Slut-dog on her back and you can ride her face.”
The orders jerked her out of her hazy pleasure, and she immediately pushed Chloe back, shoving her back until she lost her balance and fell back onto her back. Hannah slid atop her, straddling her face, half consciously pinning her wrists with her knees, and eagerly bringing her wet pussy down against Chloe’s mouth.
“Lick me, slut! Lick my pussy!” she panted.
She ground her pussy into Chloe’s mouth, and the moaning girl obeyed, thrusting her tongue up, licking and swirling it along the dripping wet sex as Hannah began to grind herself against her tongue.
Her orgasm, when it came, shocked her a little, even as she cried out in exaggerated pleasure. She arched and twisted and ground herself down energetically, riding the orgasm to an even better performance than she usually gave as she bounced and ground herself atop the helpless brunette’s face.
Hannah whimpered in pain, but she was beyond tears. She was curled up tightly in a small cage, a dog cage which was nowhere near big enough for her. The thin bars pressed against her from all sides, so that she could not move at all. Her knees were pressed back against her chest, and her face was jammed forward.
She had been in the cage for a very long time. She had no way of knowing how long, but it had been many, many hours. It might even have been days. She was dazed, her throat and mouth dry, her eyes slitted. Her stomach had stopped rumbling long ago and was simply a dull, numb ache.
It would have astonished her earlier, but she had prayed for them to come back now for a long time, prayed for them to drag her out of the cage and fuck her again. She was alone in the dark in a cage, starving, dehydrated, her spine burning, her limbs stiffly folded up to the point she had screamed in her frustration at not being able to unbend them. 
Back when she could scream.
Her throat was too dry for that now, and she had no energy.
Her eyes were glassy as she stared at nothing, whimpering.
And then lights snapped on, bringing tears to her eyes, and they came in, the Black men. She had no idea what their names were, nor cared. Her mind wakened somewhat, and she felt a desperate eagerness to be out of the cage.









Chapter Seven

 
There were many more lesbian performances over the following days, of course, and Hannah was given more responsibility for training Chloe, employing riding crop, strap and flog to harry the helpless brunette into obedience. She was impatient with the girl, for this was for her own good, after all, and her failure to please the masters might get Hannah punished.
But there was more to it than that. She had been completely helpless, and now she had a small bit of power over someone else. She found herself enjoying that power. More. She was enjoying the feel of Chloe’s tongue on her pussy, whether the masters were watching or not. She had no hesitation in using the flog or crop now, feeling a sense of sense of both satisfaction – the stupid girl deserved to be hit for not pleasing the masters – and something else again, a strange dark thrill.
She even began to suggest punishments, one of which involved a clamp on Chloe’s tongue as she was kneeling, impaled on a pair of fat black dildos. The clamp pulled her tongue up and out, halfway out of her mouth as she knelt, sitting on her heels, ankles bound to thighs, unable to move. Another pair of clamps pulled her nipples forward even as the clamp on her tongue pulled her head up and back.
She put the clamp on Chloe’s tongue often, usually with a weight hanging from it, or else tied up to something just out of reach, stretching the tongue out. After a few weeks of that Chloe’s tongue was stretching out much longer and Hannah squirmed with delight as she rode her friend’s face to orgasms.
It frustrated her that Chloe didn’t seem to share her excitement. Stupid girl. She tried licking Chloe to orgasm, tried fingering her, even tried using a vibrator on her, but rarely got the results she wanted. 
And once, she was punished because of Chloe not coming! Or at least, not pretending to come very well. That redoubled her efforts to force the brown haired girl to do as she was told. 
As Chloe was sucking Albert’s cock, or really, as he was fucking her throat and mouth, Hannah knelt behind the girl, finger-fucking her and using a vibrator on her pussy. She started with two fingers, and then, as it seemed to please the masters, added a third, then a fourth to Chloe’s pussy. The masters liked that even more, and Hannah was getting excited herself.
She added oil to lube her fingers and slowly began to try to work all five into the moaning brunette’s pussy. Eventually she succeeded, and giggled with delight as the masters told her how pleased they were. She began to fist Chloe in earnest, forcing her fist deeper, twisting it from side to side, slapping her bottom as she worked her fist in and out.
She felt the soft, warm flesh of Chloe’s pussy wrapped around her fist as she moved in and out, and marveled at the sensation as her wrist slid in and out through the straining sex lips. It felt very odd to have her whole hand inside another person, and strangely exciting, too somehow. But as always, her focus was on pleasing the masters, on making them happy with whatever she was doing, and so she pumped her fist and slapped Chloe’s butt and grinned at the masters as they looked on.
 

***

 
For Chloe, the feel of Hannah’s entire hand sliding into her body was like the final straw which broke the camel’s back. Though perhaps in this case it was her mind which broke at last. It wasn’t the pain, though it did hurt. It was the sense of complete betrayal which plunged her into the reality of how alone she was now, at the mercy of these cruel people.
She gagged weakly as the black man sitting lazily before her shoved her mouth down the length of his cock again, as it plunged deep into her throat and her nose ground against his pubic bone. She was helpless to restrain him, of course. Her wrists were locked together behind her back, lifted up high between her shoulder blades, and chained to a ring in the back of her collar.
Her nipples ached and burned as her body moved, for the thin chains attaching her nipple rings to the ring in the front of her collar were quite taut and allowed for no jiggling or swaying or movement without pulling her nipples against the rings.
They had treated her like a sex slave, and now, with the feel of Hannah’s hard fist inside her, and the girl’s giggle of amusement as she slapped Hannah’s bottom, came the realization that she WAS a sex slave, completely helpless, completely alone.
And with that, a part of her mind which had been stubbornly resisting, hating them for their outrageous cruelty and perversion, melted away. It left nothing behind, and so she became something of an unthinking automaton for a time, kneeling obediently as her body was roughly used, responding only to the prods of pain and barked commands.
Sex. It was all about sex. Sex was her life. Everything was focused around sex. With all resistance gone, her focus became obedience, to ease the pain they delivered for failing to please them. Her pride had gotten in her way before, but now she danced as seductively as she could, without any embarrassment or self-consciousness, and sought earnestly to please them in whatever they ordered her to do.
That evening she was chained, standing before them, arms raised, her body pressed against Hannah, who was similarly chained. Their breasts pillowed together, and a long, double-headed dildo was piercing both of their pussies. The men sat around smirking, watching, and Hannah, eager to please them, was already kissing her, already grinding her hips forward.
Chloe responded, not with the sullen, halfhearted measures she had previously shown, but fully, accepting, her mouth and tongue working determinedly against Hannah’s as she ground her hips back.
She felt the soft warmth of Hannah’s breasts against her own, and a part of her exulted in the human contact, in the heat and tactile pleasure of skin against skin. With no inhibitions to act as a brake, her pussy began to respond to the way she ground herself against Hannah, to the way the big dildo twisted and moved inside her abdomen.
She had to help that along, of course. She had to pretend to much more pleasure than she really felt. But the more she moaned and writhed the more pleasure she actually felt, as though her pretended arousal was inspiring the real thing.
They were now creatures of the senses, for all other pleasures and small satisfactions were denied them. With her sex lips spread wide around the dildo, she ground herself against Hannah, gasping, panting, moaning, rubbing her breasts against Hannah’s, delighting in the taste of her friend’s tongue against her own, in the soft, moist heat of it inside her mouth.
It mattered that the masters were kept happy, of course. But the physical pleasure she was feeling was worth it on its own, and not merely physical. The emotional satisfaction of pressing her soft body against another, of kissing and tonguing and simply feeling another against her was equally pleasing.
Taller than Hannah, she spread her legs apart, rising on her toes, and Hannah, without instruction, thrust herself in against her, grinding their clits, their pubic bones together, jamming the dildo into both their pussies as she panted and moaned in pleasure.
The two girls began to gasp and pant breathlessly, working their hips in and out, grinding their breasts together, their tongues slipping back and forth from one mouth to the other as their pleasure grew more heated.
The flog cut across her back with stinging force, but it was only a light stinging, a light flog. Hannah shuddered against her as a similar whip slashed across her bare back.
“That’s it, you white sluts! Come for us, whores! Come for your masters, you fucking whore bitches!”
Chloe ground her hips back, gasping, moaning, panting, her breath lost in Hannah’s mouth as the flogs bit into their backs again, as their hips ground frantically together around the big dildo and pleasure poured down their spines.
The orgasm tore at Chloe’s mind, and she cried out again and again, arching and twisting, her hips bucking violently as she rode the dildo, her pussy lips sucking and chewing and squeezing at it as she ground her hips in and out. That brought Hannah over, and soon both young women were gasping and moaning in passionate surrender.
And it was a surrender. Over the following days the two sex slaves obeyed with alacrity any and every order given, showing no signs of pride or resistance, no signs of pride or resentment. And so, as their whip marks faded a number of visitors were brought to the basement. And the girls serviced each of them without hesitation or restraint, turning shining eyes upon their masters at each order and bowing in instant obedience.
Once they were independent young women, but now they were merely docile, obedient sex toys who, with every passing day, gave more of themselves to the lewd and exciting sexual acts they were ordered to perform. With no pride left they displayed their bodies in every obscene position without hesitation, performed any sexual act on anyone who required them to perform it, obeying with the instant response of trained dogs.
With all inhibitions gone, the two young girls began to experience a depth of sexual excitement and responsiveness they had never known. Chloe became quite addicted to the vibrator, to the point where, if left to her own devices, she would lay on her side in her cage, the vibrator driven up into her pussy, her hips grinding against it with unrelenting excitement as she came and came and came again.
But of course, Hannah would never allow her, for her own delight was Chloe’s tongue, which she would ride endlessly as she straddled the girl’s face and ground herself down.
Their punishments faded as their obedience became total, and this eased much of the anxious strain in their minds. Now, so long as they understood their masters’ desires, no stress or strain impinged upon their very nearly empty minds.
And then came what the masters called their final test. They were both given to understand that if they failed in any way, their entire training would begin anew with terrible punishments and pain. They were given clothes to wear from among the outfits they used when doing strip dances for the masters. Then the masters drove them to a nearby shopping mall, and gave them their task.
The task gave neither girl any concern save one; whether or not they would be able to carry the task out was not entirely within their power. They stood together near the bus park, watching the people coming and going. The masters were nearby, within sight, left and right and behind them.
“What about that one?” Hannah asked, pointing.
The girl was quite beautiful, with long, wavy red hair. Her body was slender, but looked like she had a nice chest. She looked to be in her late teens, and her face was innocent, sweet, slightly freckled, but had that sunshiny, girl next door quality. The masters would like her, she thought, moving forward.
The two of them were dressed identically in short, high heeled boots, tight black skirts and black bandeaus across their chests. Their hair was brushed out nicely, and their lips shone red.
“Hi!” Hannah called, attracting the girl’s attention.
Chloe took a picture with the digital camera the maters had given her.
“We’re scouts with Estee Lauder modeling agency,” Chloe said, handing the girl a card. “Would you be interested in having a couple of shots taken and doing a very short interview?”
“Uhm, oh I don’t know,” the girl said, blushing.
“There’s nothing to buy, no commitment on your part, but for five minutes of time you get a package of makeup worth one hundred dollars,” Hannah said.
“It’s just in the van over here,” Hannah said with a bright smile.
“Well, if it’s quick,” the girl said hesitantly.
They took her arms and moved quickly towards the van where one of the masters waited, their faces bright and without a hint of alarm or worry.
“What’s your name?” Chloe asked.
“Sophie,” the teenager said, brushing some lint off her jacket as they drew closer to the van.
The side door opened and one of the masters smiled at her, then held out his hand, as if to shake hers.
But her arms were suddenly pulled together behind her back by the two young women bracketing her, and the hand he held out had a fat red leather ball which he shoved into her mouth even as she opened it wide to cry out in alarm. Instantly two more men were behind them as she struggled helplessly, shielding them from anyone’s view as her wrists were handcuffed together and she was dragged forward into the van.
The other four climbed in behind them and the van drove quickly back to Emmanuel’s house. The girl lay on the floor between them, eyes wide with terror. Her ankles had been pulled back and chained to her wrists, and the two Black men grinned down at her, reaching down to fondle her through her clothes.
“New fuck meat,” Emmanuel said.
“I’m gonna fuck that tight teenage ass till it bleeds,” Albert said, leering at the girl.
“You can have her tight ass but I’m gonna ram that bitch’s mouth so far down my cock that I’m in her fucking stomach,” Devon shouted from the front seat.
“Hear that, white bitch?” Albert asked, leaning forward, leering, groping roughly at her breast. “You’re gonna be fucked in every hole. And then, then we’re gonna start hurting you.”
He cackled with glee as the girl stared up in appalled terror. Rough hands groped and squeezed her breasts and buttocks, and then began to tear at her clothes. Their laughter rang down around her as her clothes were shredded, her body bared to their leering eyes. Mortified and in raw terror, she sobbed and whimpered and twisted wildly as they cruelly ground their fingernails into her nipples, and thrust fingers into her pussy and anus.
Hannah and Chloe looked out the windows, a little unsettled about being outside, still, looking at the traffic, at the people. Before long, Albert thought, they might start having thoughts. And that wouldn’t do. He and Emmanuel hooded the two girls, and they sat in obedient darkness until the van was back in the garage and the door closed.
What happened then was overwhelming to the girl, as it was meant to be. Three black men screamed and shouted insults at her while cruelly dragging her into a house and down the stairs, slapping and pinching her and calling her names. The inevitable raping followed; first one at a time, then together so that Sophie lay straddling one man, his hips bucking up to thrust his cock up into the gaping wound of her pussy while another squatted behind, pounding his thick cock into her ass.
She would have screamed through it if the third didn’t have her hair in his fist and his cock in her throat.
They spent hours roughly raping her, doing it as cruelly as they could, jeering and sneering and laughing at her as they slapped her face and breasts, pinching her soft flesh, yanking ruthlessly at her hair. Then they hung her upside down, legs and arms pulled taut, for her first whipping.
The red-haired girl screamed herself raw as they carefully escalated the pain. The first strap across her back was followed by a cane to the bottom, then the flog across her breasts and down between her legs. The Cat O’ nine tails followed, slicing into her flesh. Then the thick, single-tailed whip that left thumb sized welts across her back and breasts.
When they tired of it, the three men abused her again, in tandem, then hung her from her long, red hair, laughing and high-fiving each other as they closed and locked the door and went upstairs to watch a football game.
Hannah and Chloe took no part in the ordeal. They were left on their own, and pleasured themselves with little regard to the muffled screams coming through the closed door. There was little thought in their minds other than sexual gratification – except when the masters were there. Then the only thought was pleasing them, obeying them, in order to avoid pain.
They had been a pair of lively, intelligent, capable young women. But their brutal ordeal had reduced them to cringing, servile sexual slaves with little thought but their own immediate pleasure or pain. They lay atop each other, their tongues lapping at each other’s pussies as their hands kneaded each other’s buttocks, and groaned with pleasure while the red-haired girl was tortured and violated. And if they thought about her at all it was with gratitude that it was her and not them being punished.









Chapter Eight

 
There had been little fuss when Hannah and Chloe had disappeared. They were just a pair of working class shop girls so far as the police and press were concerned, and had probably taken an unannounced holiday to France or something.
Sophie, however, was missed immediately, as she was to meet her upper class mother for shopping. Moreover, she had dropped her purse when they had dragged her into the van, and that had drawn considerable attention. Grainy video of Hannah and Chloe – too grainy to make out their faces – escorting her to the van was shown on national television.
At first, the masters had been worried their license plate had been taken down, or their faces spotted. But as time passed without the police kicking down their door they became more confident. It was Albert who first had the idea to taunt the police and the “English” by sending pictures and videos of the “white slut” to the media.
The first video had been of Sophie on the basement floor, her gymnasts legs doing the splits out to either side, and chained down, her pussy very clearly bulging out around a thick dildo, her arms bound to the elbows behind her, and hair pulled tautly up as Albert (visible only from the waist down of course) drove his cock into her gagging, choking throat.
Needless to say, the media had lapped it up and the story of the lovely redhead became an instant sensation. The video was not shown to the public, of course, nor was the next, showing Sophie hanging by her wrists, thick dildos protruding from her pussy and anus, being whipped.
However, the media did quote the taunting letters which accompanied the videos, stating it was the right of every Black man to abuse white girls, and urging all Black men to fuck any White girl he came across. 
The following video, showing a crawling, collared, shackled Sophie licking at Albert’s boots and calling him master, begging him to let her suck his cock, and then deep throating him, caused a media frenzy, especially when it was released onto the internet. All three of the men swaggered with self-importance over the firestorm that created, high-fiving each other with glee.
Emmanuel wanted to use Chloe and Hannah in a similar way, but Devon was more cautious. “Remember they live right across the fucking street, man,” he said. “You let their faces out and the cops will be wandering up and down these streets pounding on doors, trying to get information.”
They compromised. The next video showed the three men from the chest down, and their three prisoners, from the rear, naked and shackled, their wrists chained behind them as their heads bobbed up and down on their masters’ cocks. Whip marks showed prominently across all three pale white backs, and it was clear that each girl; blonde, brunette and redhead, was impaled on thick black dildos.
 

***

 
“You are a fool.”
“Don’t you be disrespecting me, man,” Albert said, glowering.
The skinny Arab boy before him had his lower lip stuck out in what looked to be a perpetual sulk of disapproval. He stood, slouched, rather, glaring around him with contempt. None of them had ever seen him before. But the tall Arab man beside him was familiar to them all. His name was Muhammad, and as Emmanuelle looked at him he thought of that day a few weeks ago when he’d been staring at the girls as they waited for an elevator and thinking of what he’d like to do to them.
“You know, my friend, in my country, whores like that would be kept naked and in chains so they could service proper Muslim men,” he’d said, his own eyes on the two sluts.
Emmanuelle had agreed, of course, agreed immediately.
“What do they do here in this Godless country? They spread their legs for eager young men, and work menial jobs in shops and offices accomplishing nothing whatever. They are little better than animals, and like animals they should be in collars, serving their masters.”
“If only I was such a master,” Emmanuelle chuckled a little uncertainly.
They watched the girls get into the lift, and watched the lift doors close.
“It must be very tempting for you,” the man said. “You no-doubt even have the keys to their flats. You could take them and use them as you chose.”
“And then go to prison,” Emmanuelle said sourly.
The man turned glittering eyes upon him. “Only if you were caught,” he said.
Emmanuelle shook his head. “Too dangerous,” he said. “Not worth it.”
“Perhaps I can make it worth it.”
Muhammad had spoken to them, given them the tools they needed, and the confidence, had explained how easily the minds of ignorant young women were twisted, especially Godless English women, how easily they could be cowed, made into submissive servants and slaves.
One of them, he explained, had angered a wealthy man, and that man was willing to pay a good deal for vengeance. A thousand pounds was nothing to such a man, he purred. It was little better than a tip given to a hotel maid for good service. Ten thousand pounds, this man would pay, he said, for each of the lovely girls, once broken properly, once shamed and shattered.
And now the “man” turned out to be this sulky Arab boy, Albert thought sourly, the son of some rich Arab oil sheik of some kind. Albert had little love of Arabs, less, to be honest, then he had for White people. He didn’t like their attitudes, their arrogance, their religious fanaticism, or the way they smelled. But he liked money.
“Just get the bitch,” the boy, Majid said. “We want no more part of these Blacks.”
“What do you mean by that crack?” Devon demanded.
The boy looked at him contemptuously.
“You said you was gonna buy both,” Albert said.
“You have made far too much noise. We will take the blonde bitch. We can hide one. You should dispose of the other two before the police come for you.”
“If we can sell them both they’re worth twenty thousand pounds!” Albert snarled.
Majid pushed his lower lip out in contempt at the small sum. “Fool,” he said.
“He is right,” the other Arab, Muhammad, said. “You are drawing too much attention. Eventually someone will discover who you are. You should get rid of those other two.”
“You buy em then!”
“I have just told you we have no desire for three.”
“Be a pity if we got caught with them,” Albert said with a smug look, “Then we’d have to tell them all about these Arab guys what put us up to it.”
“You can do nothing to us. You do not know who we are.”
“I bet junior there is well-known in a lot of places,” Devon said. “I bet it wouldn’t take much effort for the cops to find a rich punk ass bitch like him.”
“Nig-ger,” the boy said, pronouncing each syllable distinctly.
“How about I kick your ass, boy,” Albert snapped.
“Enough of this,” Muhammad said. “We will buy the whores and dispose of them.”
“Why should we bother?” Majid demanded.
Muhammad turned cold eyes on him. “Loose ends. We should not have done this here, not involved amateurs. The cost is almost nothing, and we can cut their throats and drop them into a bog somewhere.”
He turned and glowered at the three Black men. “We will pay you, and in return you will take no more women for now. Wait until the sensation you have created becomes a memory.”
“I got used to having a pretty white girl on her knees sucking my cock,” Albert said. “You ain’t gonna tell us what we can and can’t do, not unless you want to provide us with some of your women.”
He chuckled in amusement, and turned to grin to his friends. He turned back just in time to see the gun coming out from Muhammad’s jacket, just in time for his mouth and eyes to widen. The three shots sounded almost together, soft, silenced. And then all three Black men were falling to the floor in a heap.
“Loose ends,” Muhammad said.
Majid stepped back from the growing pool of blood in distaste.
“Kill the bitches, now and let’s go,” he said.
Muhammad stroked his chin with the pistol. “No. The media frenzy is making some of our operations difficult. It will be better if we let them have the girls. Then things will quiet down. There is nothing here to tie us to these men. Talk of white slavery rings will die out when it emerges they were simply three Negro city workers.”
“Not the brown haired bitch,” Majid said. “Her I want dead, in agony.”
Muhammad turned cold eyes on him. “She threw a drink on you. Do not let yourself become endangered over petty things.”
“I am an Arab prince!” Majid said indignantly, his voice rising. “She dared to reject me, to strike me! Do you not care for this insult to our house!?”
“You had her fucked by Black men, surely this was sufficient punishment. She has been beaten and whipped, as well.”
“Not enough,” Majid snarled. “I want her skin peeled off inch by slow inch and then I want her impaled on a stake to writhe for hours and days in agony before her death!”
Muhammad looked at him in distaste. He had known many spoiled elder sons before but Majid was doubtlessly the most sulky, sullen, self-involved, arrogant and uncontrolled of them all.
“Then go downstairs and fuck her and be done.”
“I!?” Majid stared at him incredulously. “I!? Do you think I would soil myself on a whore who had been used by Negros!?”
Muhammad sighed. “Then cut her throat and be done.”
“Too quick, too easy,” Majid said, his small, beady eyes glittering. “I have more punishment in mind. This was simply the beginning.”
“Oh very well,” Muhammad sighed. “If we take her we must take the other, then, else the police will know one is still a prisoner. We will put them in the trunk of the car. They are both pretty, and there is always a market for young blondes back home. Kill the other as messily as you desire, but do not do it in such a way as might lead the police to us. Your father would not be pleased.”
 

***

 
Hannah heard the rumble of voices from the other side of the curtain, and her stomach quivered and twisted with anxiety and fear. The girl before her was led through the curtain, which was pulled wide enough she could see through it.
She was behind a stage which faced a semi-circle of red velvet seats posted theatre style, row on row moving upwards to the ceiling. All of them seemed to be filled, and she felt a shockwave run through her as she saw the girl before her led out into the middle of the stage. Then the curtains closed.
She gaped at them, then up at the silent black-clad Arab man standing to one side, his hand firmly clutching the chain linked to her clit. She wanted to scream.
She could not, of course. The black ball-gag filled her mouth completely, and was tightly locked behind her back. Her arms were also tightly strapped in place at wrists, elbows and shoulders. They were pulled so tightly back her shoulders felt as though they were on fire, and her elbows ground together. She whimpered towards the man, who showed no expression, and a hesitant, instinctive effort to pull back instantly brought a painful tug on the chain, making her clitoris ache fiercely.
She could hear a rising voice from beyond the curtain, the unmistakable sing-song voice of an auctioneer, though speaking in a different language. There were long silences where she thought surely they must have finished, then the man’s voice would begin again, coming through with a slight metallic sound over a loudspeaker.
And then it was.
The curtains were pulled aside, and the lighted stage appeared before them.
Hannah’s face burned as she was pulled through the curtain, her heart pounding violently. Her stomach twisted and she felt a sense of shocked numbness as she realized how many people were in the audience. She got only a first, quick, startled view of row on row of people, then dropped her eyes, face flaming. There were scores and scores of people there!
The stage was a few dozen yards wide, yet it felt miles long as her bare feet slapped across the polished wooden stage before the silent eyes of the audience. Near the front was a small round pedestal a foot higher, with a glistening steel post in its centre. She was led towards it, the chain tugging relentlessly against her aching clit. There was another tall Arab man there. The two gripped her arms above the elbows and lifted her up onto the pedestal as though she were weightless.
There was just room for them to ease up beside her, and to maneuver her over the metal post. A whirring sound raised the post, no, raised a black metal phallic shaped part of it up towards her sex. She moaned and tried to twist free but the two black men held her thighs tightly in place, one gripping her hair to jerk her head back, and she shuddered as it pushed up against the mouth of her well-oiled sex. Her hips jerked frantically, but they easily held her as, with little hesitation, the thick, metal phallus entered her and slid smoothly up through the soft, tight folds of her sex.
She cried out in pain, rising to the balls of her feet as the metal cock forced its way up through her belly, then bucked violently at the painful pressure against the back wall of her pussy. The black men stepped back, then off the raised pedestal, and she was alone, facing the audience.
Nude, and impaled upon the thick metal post, she stared up, frozen at the faces gazing at her. There were almost two hundred people in the audience. Most were men, but not all. There didn’t seem to be anyone younger than forty, and two thirds had grey hair, indicating they were considerably older. The lights in the audience dimmed, and a single bright light came on above them, a spotlight which blinded her as it lit up the pedestal.
The voice began to speak. She didn’t know where he was. He wasn’t on stage. He spoke enthusiastically for a minute or two. He stopped. Miranda was looking down at her feet, unable to bear the sight of so many people looking at her. But she raised her eyes a moment to look, and the audience looked back at her expectantly.
What were they waiting for, she wondered frantically.
Then she felt something inside her abdomen, not a movement but – something like a vibration. The metal post inside her was – buzzing. The buzzing became something more uncomfortable, and the hair along her arms and the back of her neck began to rise. She realized, then, that electricity was being passed through the post. The power level rose, the discomfort growing worse, and she began to tremble and shake, gurgling weakly around the ball gag stuffed into her mouth.
The voice was speaking again, but she paid it little heed as the power rose again and her entire body shook with growing violence. Her eyes bulged, and her knees knocked. Only the thick steel rod jammed so deep inside her kept her from staggering back and collapsing. Her head jerked convulsively and her vision blurred.
Then the power level eased off, and the muscle spasms which had gripped her began to ease. They continued to twitch as she stood there, dazed, only pain keeping her in place as more words were spoken around her.
Now the audience were calling out, one after another, their words echoed back by the auctioneer. A strident female voice called out in a different tone, interrupting the proceedings. After a moment, one of the Arab men stepped onto the stage, reached behind her head, and undid the strap holding the ball-gag in. He pressed strong fingers against her jaw, then tugged the gag out.
She coughed and gasped for breath as she felt a pull on her hair, forcing her head back. Then the guard reached into her mouth with a small pair of pincers, gripped her tongue, and pulled it out and down over her lower lip, demonstrating how long and supple it was to the woman who had called out her query.
He released her tongue and stepped back, not bothering to put the gag back in place. Hannah only moaned and gulped in air, swaying in place, gasping in pain whenever her movements pulled her insides against the steel post.
The pedestal began to shake again, and then turned, revolving so that Miranda turned as well, letting the audience examine her back and buttocks. The vibrations began to grow mildly uncomfortable inside her, but not in the same way as before. The vibrations were something entirely different, now, and she felt a wondrous sense of relief.
Her shame had faded, for, of course, she had nothing in the way of pride any longer, and she had been so lewdly exposed to the eyes of strangers over the last few weeks it was hard to worry overmuch about more of it. Even if it were hundreds of people.
The vibrations inside her overstretched sex began to strike a familiar chord in her groin, and she felt her abdomen quivering with the rising sense of excitement which began to creep over her. The man standing before her gripped her hair and grinned at her, leered as his finger slid between her legs and began to stroke her clit. This was familiar to Hannah. She knew, at last, what was expected of her. Relief spread through her mind, and she frantically threw herself at the throbbing sensations between her legs, altering her face, moaning softly, in apparent pleasure.
She was too intimidated, too anxious in front of the huge audience to really enjoy the vibrations, but that didn’t matter. She had long mastered the art of faking it, and did so now, making her hips grind against it, making her back arch, letting her eyes narrow to slits as her moist lips parted. She gave every pretence of being a nymphomaniac approaching orgasm as they all looked on and the auctioneer spoke.
Ten minutes later she had been sold and was being led out into the hot sun by the man who had purchased her. She remained exactly as she had been, naked and bound, rings glinting from her nipples and clit as the smug-faced man held the chain – her leash, and led her through the crowded streets of the town.
It was a substantial town, but the roads were not paved, and most of the traffic was of camels, cows, motorbikes and on foot. The man had put a veil across her face, which obscured her from nose down, but her eyes took in the many leering, staring faces, and she moaned in shame as the man led her past them, along the dirt road to where his Mercedes was parked.
He opened the trunk and pushed her into it, then closed it atop her and laughingly got into the front. Hannah stared up at the black roof and wondered what was to become of her as she was driven off to her new master’s home.









Chapter Nine

 
“Do you remember me, slut?”
Chloe stared up at the young Arab man in confusion, fear and uncertainty. Was it a trick question? What was expected of her? What did he want her to do?
Then she gasped as the chains pulled, raising her arms higher, pulling them further apart. She was pulled off her feet entirely, to hang from aching wrists. Her legs began to spread wider and wider as the chains attached to her ankle restraints pulled down and apart.
“You struck me, in that club,” he said. “You threw a drink on me.”
“I’m sorry, master,” she panted, hardly remembering him at all.
She groaned at the pressure pulling at her wrists and ankles, her body stretched out spread-eagled and straining.
“I could increase the pressure, keep increasing it until your arms and legs were pulled from their sockets,” he said with a leer. “But that would be too easy, too kind.”
“P-please, master!” she gasped. “May I service you, master!? Please may I suck your beautiful cock, master?”
“No! Whore! I would not allow a slut like you to touch my manhood! Did you enjoy those nigger cocks that serviced you, whore!? Did you!?’
“Yes, master!” she gasped automatically.
“Slut,” he sneered, lip curled.
The metal post gleamed as it rose between her legs on smooth, hydraulics. The rounded tip was an inch wide and split her easily, penetrating her. The second inch was a third wider, the third half again as wide as that. Chloe began to moan as her sex lips were spread wider and then wider still. She began to beg to suck his cock again as she was stretched agonizingly wide.
The device was cunningly made. As the tip reached the very back wall of her sex, it folded back into the next ring, which folded back into the one following, and so on and so on. Then the pipe slide deeper again, allowing the following, and wider rings to enter her aching, straining pussy.
The pipe was already as wide as a soda can. Then it became as wide as a strong man’s fist, then wider still. When it reached the girth of a wine bottle Chloe began to sob and shake in pain. But it continued to widen, splitting her open. Her pubic bones began to spread apart, as they would to give birth. She began to scream as the pipe grew still wider, and then she was lowered fully onto the pipe, the chains bound to her ankles pulling her down cruelly, impaling her.
The pressure was terrible inside her. And then the pipe began to crackle with electricity. Short, sharp, shocking jolts of electricity spat up into her belly as Chloe thrashed and gurgled insanely. The jolts became longer, setting her entire body into convulsions atop the post. Her screams became animal howls that made Majid’s cock pulse with excitement.
“Whore! You are sorry you insulted me!” he shouted.
Not that the whore could hear him, he thought, turning the power up higher still. Her screams rose an octave. Then they stopped abruptly as she lost consciousness. Irritated, he turned the power off, then used smelling salts to waken her.
He turned the power on again, and crackling electricity danced up and down the visible portion of the pipe as the girl began to thrash and shake once more.
He smirked as he watched her. He could turn the power up still higher, but that would only knock her out, and that was not his desire. He set the electricity on a timer. It would crackle agonizingly for one minute, enough to make her body thrash and shake but not deliver her to unconsciousness
Then it would turn off for one minute, then it would give her a five second jolt at even higher levels before letting her rest for two minutes. Then it would repeat.
He left her atop the pipe, impaled, for hours while he found a suitable female to service him. When he returned she was delirious, soaked in sweat, eyes glazed over, body twitching and shaking.
He lowered the post, amused by the sight of her gaping sex. He could have pushed both fists into her without touching the sides, he thought. He lowered her to the floor and then used a cattle prod to get her crawling across the room. Thoroughly enjoying her yelps and cries of pain, he forced her to crawl on her belly out the door and down the hall, then out across the narrow dirt path to the stables.
Humiliating her with blacks was bad enough, but he would shame her further before he killed her. First one of his father’s stallions with its massive cock, then the guard dogs out in the kennels. They would all use her before he took her to her ultimate punishment.
“Into position, Eenglish whore!” he sneered, zapping her with the prod.
He got her onto her knees next to the stallion.
“You see that cock? That’s for you, whore!” he cackled gleefully. “You’re going to blow him then he’s going to make a little pony with you!”
He zapped her again to get her closer. “Reach for it, whore! Take it into your hands!” he shouted gleefully.
The dazed girl swayed, her eyes glazed. He sneered and thrust the cattle prod at her again – just as she swayed weakly, half collapsing. The prod zapped the horse instead.
The stallion reared up above him and Majid shouted in fear. Reflexively, he thrust the cattle prod at it again to drive it back, and the horse screamed in pain.
A horse, however, was not a cow. The stallion became enraged and reared again, kicking out with its hooves, throwing Majid violently back against the stable wall. As the horse reared and stomped on him again and again the dazed girl crawled slowly away, out into the field beyond, eyes glassy, drooling, mind blown.
She did not know where she was, nor even who she was as she found a bush and crawled into it, her body twitching and trembling. No one but Muhammad knew of her presence and Muhammad was not there. Hours later, after the police and medical people had come and gone and taken what was left of Majid’s body away, she still lay curled up in the bush, her mind like a feral animal, unthinking.
As night fell she crawled out from within the bush and, driven by thirst, crawled over to a horse stall and pushed her mouth into it, drinking deeply. With her thirst sated she crawled away, heading into the darkest part of the field, then through an opening in the fence and into the next field over.
As the moon rose, some distant memory of being human brought her to her feet, where she swayed drunkenly, then continued on, walking, weaving dazedly from side to side as she made her way across fields and over low fences and walls. She had no destination in mind, only an instinct for flight. She did not know her name, did not know who or what she was, and remembered nothing of anything. She could neither read nor write, did not know in what country she lived. Her mind was a virtual blank slate driven by instinct.
It was instinct which drove her towards the light of a farmhouse window that next night, and the smell of food cooking within. Her stomach cramped and ached for lack of food, and her tongue literally hung out of her mouth, over her lower lip, like that of a dog
Suddenly bright lights flashed on and she dropped to a squat, frightened, her head twisting around. The door opened and a shadowy figure looked out.
Chloe squealed and crawled into the nearest bush, then ran from there into the nearby barn.
 

***

 
Joe Sullivan stared at the girl in astonishment, then followed her into the barn. Holding the flashlight up he stood still, amazed at the sight of her in squatting in the corner, whimpering, eyes turned away from the bright lights. There was a collar around her throat, shackles around her wrists and ankles, and welts on her body which gave evidence of her being whipped. Bright gold rings quivered from her nipples and between her legs.
“Hey,” he gulped. “Hey, you. What’s your name?”
She didn’t answer, and acted like a cornered animal. Joe had a lot of experience with animals, and held his fingers out coaxingly, clicking his tongue. She stayed where she was. Joe backed off, then closed and barred the barn door before hurrying up to the house. He gave some thought of calling the police, but a part of him pushed it away. Instead he got some food – and as almost an afterthought, a coil of rope, and returned to the barn.
The food, and soothing words gradually lured her out of the corner. Joe tied the rope to the ring in the front of her collar, and gently tugged. The girl looked at him with big sad eyes, then crawled after him as he led her across the yard and into the house.
Half an hour later, having washed off a layer of dirt and grime, he shook his head as he stared at the girl kneeling before him. She was a real beauty, he thought, young as his granddaughter, but with full, round breasts and a gorgeous  bottom. Joe was a good judge of animal flesh, and this young animal had all the qualities a man could have asked in a breeding female.
“Well now, what a lovely thing you are,” he said, gently stroking the girl’s hair as she sat on her heels before him.
And then, as if some memory occurred to her, the girl straightened her back and her knees slid open, well open. Her eyes blinked up at him as Joe licked his lips, feeling his cock throbbing.
“And what’s your name, you little beauty?”
The girl didn’t speak. But she stared at his groin almost – expectantly.
Joe felt his cock growing hard.
A minute later her lips were wrapped around him and he was groaning, his legs starting to get rubbery as she bobbed up and down the full length of him, sucking expertly, licking and lapping at him as her fingers massaged his balls.
It took him a while to get the shackles off her. He didn’t have the keys, and didn’t want to hurt her. He hesitated at the collar, then decided to leave it for another day. There was no telling what would happen if the girl wandered off. She clearly wasn’t in her right mind, so he chained her to the bed as she slept.
Over the following days he took her again and again, thrusting excitedly into her warm, soft pussy as she squealed and writhed and moaned and panted in apparent pleasure. He learned that certain words would cause her to position her body in certain deliciously naughty ways, and learned that the gentle stroking of his fingers across her clit would set her to breathing rapidly, her hips rolling, her back arching.
Joe had never fancied himself a ladies’ man, and now took considerable manly pride in being able to bring the girl to orgasm. Not that that was terribly difficult. A little stroking seemed to do it every time.
He treated her kindly, and she seemed to thrive on it, practically purring like a cat and rubbing herself against him. He fed her and bathed her and had her sleep in his soft bed, and the girl deep-throated him and let him do anything he wanted to her lovely young body.
Joe had never sodomised a girl before, but now he didn’t even have to ask twice. The girl positioned herself on all fours, raised her rump, and reached back to spread her buttocks as he worked himself into her bottom.
He knew he should call the authorities, but with every passing day that became more dangerous, and he became more and more fond of his young animal lover. She moaned when he stroked and caressed her, groaned when he fondled and fingered her, and shuddered in pleasure when he drove his fingers up inside her.
She loved it when he hugged her and spoke in a kindly voice, and was soon able to do small chores around the house. He bought her several sex toys, and watched, in excited amusement as the delighted girl used them on herself without restraint or shame.
He did not know her name so he called her “pet”.  She never talked, but seemed quite happy. Over the following years she became a more loyal companion than any of the dogs he’d owned, and bore him a dozen children, as well. He delivered them himself, bringing them all to the church in the dead of night, then ringing the bell to wake up the vicar.
The source of those children became the great mystery of the village over the years. Genetic testing showed them to all be siblings, but no one had a clue as to the mother’s identity.
It wasn’t until Joe’s death, when the bailiff came to clear out his farmhouse, that she was discovered. Fingerprints established her identity, if not how she’d come to be living with Joe, and more testing established her as the mother of all those newborns given to the church.  She would not speak to anyone, however, until one day, a slender blonde women in her early forties showed up at the hospital where she had been placed.
Hannah had spent ten years as a sex slave until a revolution had seen her master and his entire family slaughtered by rebels. She had escaped in the confusion and found her way to the British embassy. A deal cut between the British and the new government saw her paid off to keep quiet and the newly wealthy woman flew back to the UK to try and begin a new life.
“Hello, Chloe,” she said softly.
Chloe stared at her in confusion for some time. “Hannah?” she whispered.
Hannah smiled.
“I’ll take her with me,” she told the nurse.
“She won’t wear clothes,” the woman said in irritation. “No matter how we try to tie them on she finds a way to remove them. It ain’t decent.”
“No, I imagine it isn’t,” Hannah said.
Their real reunion, back at Hannah’s mansion, took long hours of gentle kissing, stroking and tonguing. Neither woman was much for words, but they didn’t need any between them. They were together again, and free, and they would take whatever pleasure the world allowed them – just like the old days.

 





THE END
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